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Prize-winning Play 


Anyone for the Moon? 


by Elinor R. Alderman 


Characters 
THEODORIC, president of the Moon 
CELESTINE, his teen-age daughter 
CECcIL \ 
Nixk1 | 
HEBE, the president’s secretary 
A GIRL FROM PHOBOS 
A Boy From DeErmos 
Sam |. 
wn \ringworkers 
A VIsiroRr 
Workers, from the cheese mines 


stowaways 


SCENE 1 

TIME: The immediate future. 

SettinG: Theodoric’s office. There is a 
globe of the world and, hanging on the 
wall, a large drawing of a man, 
labelled ‘Earth Specimen’. 

At Rise: CELESTINE 7s sitting on a 
chair playing “cat's cradle” with a 
This play was awarded First Prize in the Junior and 


Senior High Category of the recent contest conducted 
by PLAYS. 


piece of rope tinsel. HiBE sits at her 
desk working on a sheaf of papers. 
TuHeEoporic stands downstage study- 
ing the globe alternately with a large 
catalogue he holds. CELESTINE, try- 
ing to loop the tinsel over her fingers, 
pulls too hard and the tinsel breaks. 

CELESTINE: Oh, Comets! (She holds up 
the tinsel.) Just look at that, Father. 
Honestly, I think the quality of 
stardust these days is disgraceful. 
(Starts tying tinsel together) 

Tueoporic (Absorbed, thumbing his 
catalogue): Mmm?  What’s that, 
dear? (He looks at her.) Oh, yes, 
dear — very pretty. Oh, Hebe? 

Hesr: Yes, sir? 

Tueoporic: Is_ that 
from Phobos still waiting? 

Hese (Rising): Yes, Mr. 
President. And another one, from 
Deimos, arrived this morning. They 
are both very anxious to see you. 


young visitor 


she is, 





Tueoporic: Very well, send them in — 
even though I’m afraid I can’t help 
them. (He goes back to his catalogue, 
shaking his head.) It’s very strange; 
[I can’t seem to find rockets listed in 
here anywhere. 

Hexse (Going to the door): 
new Galaxy Directory? 

Tueoporic: No, Hebe, this is called 
(Closes book and reads from the front) 
a Mail Order Catalogue. I found it 
in that last rocket, the one that 
crashed yesterday in the No. 7 shaft 
of the Big Crater Cheese Mine. It 

addition to 


Is that the 


will be a_ useful my 
library on Earth data, and I was 
hoping there would be something in 
it about rockets. But I’m afraid 
this won’t help me either. (He goes 
to desk and puts book down.) 

Hest (Sympathetically): The rockets 
from Earth are becoming quite a 
problem, aren’t they, sir? 

Tueoporic: The rockets from Earth, 
Hebe, are becoming a menace to 

space. Somehow we have to find a 
way to stop them. 

Heese: Won’t it stop them when we've 
finished strengthening the rings? 

If we finish the 

moon rings. The men are busy every 


THEODORIC: can 
minute reinforcing them, but as soon 
finished 

comes 


as we get one section 


whang! along another 
rocket through a weak spot. 
CELESTINE (Casually): There 


another one today. 


was 


Hese and Tueoporic: Another rocket? 
This morn- 
ing, early. A friend of mine over on 
Venus saw it go by and called me. 
(She sighs.) She knows rockets thrill 


CELESTINE: Mmm hmm. 


me! (Languidly) I don’t know 
where it landed. 

Tueoporic: Great Stars and Little 
Planets! Why wasn’t I informed? 
Nobody ever tells me anything 
around here. Hebe, when you send 
in the visitors, run out and see if you 
can get some information on the new 
rocket. (He paces up and down.) 
This is terrible, terrible! (HEBE 
exits. ) 


CELESTINE (Rolling up the tinsel in a 

ball and tossing it up and down): I 
For simply ages 
nothing ever happened up here. 


think it’s exciting. 


Really, it was too incommunicado! 

Turoporic: Now, Celestine, I’ve told 
you before: you simply cannot go 
around approving of rockets in pub- 
lic. It undermines the Official 
Attitude. Rockets up here are used 
for business, not pleasure. (HEBE 
enters, followed by the DELEGATES 
FROM PHOBOS and Dermos.) 

Hese: Excuse me, sir — here are the 
delegates from Phobos (THE GIRL 
steps forward and shakes hands) and 
her brother moon, Deimos. (THE 
Boy steps forward and shakes hands. 
Heese exits, with CELESTINE trailing 
her out.) 

Turoporic: How do you do. Come in, 
come in. (He indicates chairs and 
they sit down, Turoporic behind the 
desk.) I’m sorry to have kept you 
waiting so long. What can I do for 
you? 

Girt: Well, as you know, Mr. Theo- 
doric, our moons belong to the 
planet Mars, and we’ve just gotten 
along fine with the Martians for ages. 

Boy: Yes, sir, we have, too. With the 
exception of an extra high tide ocea- 





sionally — carelessness on some- 
body’s part — we’ve never had a 
cross word with Mars. 

Gir_: But now! After watching the 
fun your little planet Earth is hav- 
ing, shooting rockets at you — 

Boy: The fact is, sir, we have heard, 
from usually reliable sources, that 
the Martians are building sports 
rockets. 

Tueoporic: No! 

GIRL: Yes, sir; some of them are even 
convertibles! We hear the same 
thing on Phobos. 

Boy: You understand our position, 
Mr. President, I’m sure. We can’t 
take any chances. If this hit or miss 
rocket shooting becomes a fad among 
the planets — who knows where it 
will end? 

Giru: And I’m sure you’ll agree with 
us that a moon shot full of holes is 
just no moon at all! 

Tueoporic: Oh, I do, I do. 
finding that out every day! 

Girt: Couldn’t you them a 
message down there and explain the 


We’re 
send 


situation? 

Boy: You could do it tactfully. I un- 
derstand the Earth people are quite 
understanding. 

TuHeoporic (Doubtfully): You do? 
Well, never mind that; the problem 


goes deeper than reason or tact. You 
unlike your happy relations 
with Mars, we have never had any 
contact with our planet, Earth. As a 
matter of fact, they don’t know that 


see, 


there is any life up here at all. Be- 
cause they have never seen this side 
of the moon, they have just assumed 
there could be no life up here. I ad- 
mit it gets pretty chilly by their 


standards, but, of course, we are 
adjusted to that. 

Grr: Yes, I understand that you are 
born with a built-in thermostat. 
THeoporic: Naturally! However, we 
are not at all sure we want them to 
know there is life up here. I’ve 
made an extensive study of Earth 
and her men; if we reveal ourselves 
I’m afraid the rockets will increase, 

rather than stop. 

Gru: Oh, dear, that is a problem. 

Boy (Rising): Well, sir, I’m sure you'll 
think of something. But please, do 
it quickly. The future of the Galaxy 
is in your hands. 

Giri (Rising): Yes, please try to con- 
trol your planet. And thank you for 
receiving us. 

THEODORIC: Quite all right. You may 
assure your people that we are work- 
ing on the problem. (They exit. A 
crash is heard off-stage, followed by a 
murmur of voices. One voice rises 
above the general rumble: “Easy man! 
Watch it there, with those crazy ropes!” 
TueEoporic runs to stage left, calling 
“Hebe! Hebel!’ They almost collide 
as she enters.) 

Hese (Breathlessly): Oh, Mr. Presi- 
dent! That last rocket — there was 
something in it! A live something! 

Tueoporic: There, there, calm down. 
(Anzxtously) Was it a Man? From 
Earth? 

HesBeE: I’m not sure, sir. (She looks at 
the chart.) Would you like to see it 
for yourself? 

THeEoporic: By all means. 
sent in immediately. 

Hess: Yes, sir. (She goes stage left and 
calls.) Boys? You may bring it in 
now! (A group of WoRKERS from the 


Have it 





cheese mines wheels in the stowaway 
CEcIL on a red wagon. He is crouched 
over and lashed to the wagon with rope. 
CELESTINE follows the group, much 
interested in the new arrival.) 

Tueroporic: Right over here will be 
fine. (They wheel him to stage center. 
Tueoporic keeps his distance, eyeing 
Ceciu warily and checking him against 
the chart. The Workers exit.) How 
do you do? 

Ceci. (Shivering, but cheerful): Greet- 
ings, Daddy O! You in charge of 
things around here? 

Tueoporic: I am president of the 
Moon, yes. 

CELEsTINE (Eagerly, 
wagon): He’s my 
name’s Celestine. 

TueEoporic; Not too close, child. We 
know nothing about him! 


going up to 
father — my 


Crecit (Admiringly): A moon maiden, 
huh? My name’s Cecil 
call me Cease. 

Turoporic: You are an Earth Man? 

Ceci (Proudly, still shivering): Man, I 
was an Earth Man. 


my friends 


But now I’m 
way out! Really gone! (CELESTINE 
giggles.) 

TueEoporic: Are you sure you're from 
Earth? 

Cecit: Why sure, man, I’m sure. You 
don’t dig me? 

CELESTINE (Primly): We dig cheese up 
here. 

Crci_: Cheese? You mean like cheese? 

CELESTINE: That’s right, green cheese. 
It’s our most important industry. 


Creciu: They’ll never believe it! Say, 
Daddy O 
and all 
heat in here‘ 
like congealed. 


you being in charge 


how about some more 


Frankly, I’m freezing, 


» 


CELESTINE: Then why don’t you turn 
up your thermostat, Man? 

CreciL (Impressed): Say, that’s the 
most! You certainly do have an ear 
for languages! 

TuHeEoporic (Sternly): She is not imi- 
tating you, Mr. Cecil. She just 
doesn’t realize that you don’t have 
a thermostat. However, run and 
fetch our guest a cover, Celestine. 
(She runs off-stage.) Hebe, I think 
we can untie him now. (HEBE comes 
forward doubtfully.) He seems friendly 
enough. (He eyes the chart, shaking 
his head.) Perhaps when we unfold 
him... (They begin to untie Ceci.) 
How did you happen to come up 
here? 

Ceci: Well, it’s like this, Mr. Presi- 
dent. Where I come from every- 
body was “hip.” So I grew a beard 

and got glasses I didn’t need and 

tried talking crazy, but to tell you 
the truth, I never was very good at it. 

They kept saying I wasn’t really gone. 

So, one day, I decided I’d show them 

who was gone and who wasn’t — 

and here I am! (The ropes are loose 
now and he stretches.) Say, that’s 
better. (They help and he 
gradually straightens up. CELESTINE 


him 


enters with a blanket.) 

CELESTINE: Will this do? (She 
Ceci standing.) Oh! (To Turoporic) 
Is he harmless? 

Tueoporic: We think so, Celestine. 
(He takes the blanket and gives it to 
Creciu.) Here you are, Mr. Cecil. 

Cecit: Thanks, Dad — I Mr. 
President. (He wraps himself up and 


sees 


mean, 


huddles under it, sitting on the floor.) 
Just wait till I get back there; those 





cats will flip! (A thump is heard off- 
stage.) What’s that? 

TuHeEoporic: Probably a clumsy work- 
man. We are busy day and night 
reinforcing our moon rings (Severely) 
against your rockets. 

CELESTINE: Maybe Cecil could go back 
and tell them to stop it, Father. 

CreciL: Who, me? You got me all 
wrong, chick; the rocket racket is 
way out of my line. Besides, I can’t 
afford to get messed up with any- 
thing constructive. You have to be 
beat to compete. 


TuHeoporic: The question now is, will 


they believe your story? And, if so, 
won’t they send more rockets to 
investigate? 

Crcit: Oh, you can count on that — 
they'll investigate, probably with 
more rockets. Of course, if I were 

some foreigner it would be a ques- 

tion of security, and they’d have to 
shut off their rockets till they fig- 
ured out what I was up to. But, man, 
they’ll believe me; I'll see to that! 

(There HEBE 

looks out of door. A dog barks and she 


are noises off-stage. 


is visibly startled. A deep voice says, 

“He won't hurt you; just take good 

care of him.” Note: The boy playing 

this part should speak with a heavy 

Sounds like 
have company, Mr. President. 

TuHeroporic: Who is it, Hebe, can you 
see? 

Hese (Nervously): It . . . it looks like 
another one, sir! (NIKKI strides in 
followed by several of the WORKMEN.) 

Nrkk1 (Jo HEBE as he almost bowls her 
over): Excuse me! (He bows deeply 
and _ she in alarm.) I am 
Nikita Samovarich! My friends call 


Russian accent.) you 


retreats 


me Nikki. You may call me Nikki! 

HEBE (Shaken):1I...uh... (Wailing) 
Oh! Mr. President! 

TuHEoporic (Coming forward): Ahem, 
did you wish to see me, Mr. ah — 

(HeBe runs behind the desk. 
CELESTINE has also retreated. CECIL 
sits under his blanket.) 

NIKKI (Thrusting out his hand): You 
are Premier here, no? 

TuHeoporic (Shaking hands gingerly): 
Well, no — I’m the president. 

NIKKI: President! On the moon a 
decadent society? I wouldn’t be- 
lieve! (He spots Creer.) Ah hah! 
Indians! 

Crci.: Say, bud — (He throws back 
the blanket and rises.) Who you call- 
ing an Indian? 

Nikki (Disappointed): Is not an In- 
dian? Always I wanted to see an 
Indian — American Indian. 

Ceci (Mollified): Oh, well, shucks 
have it your way. My name’s Cecil. 
(They shake hands.) 

NIKKI: Is a pleasure to meet you, Mr. 
Cecil Indian. I am Nikki. My dog 
is outside; she would be happy to 
meet you, too. 


sir? 


CrciL: You mean to tell me you came 
in a rocket and brought your dog 
with you? 

Nikki: Is more other around: 
they are sending Olga to the Moon. 
So I say to myself, Nikki, are you 
man or mouse? No, I say, they can- 
not do this to you. The pigs, the 
cows — everything else they can 
have for State — but not your little 
friend Olga. 

Crcii: So? 

Nikki (Spreading his hands): So — I 


way 





am hiding in nose cone. I am what 
you call “Stole Away’”’! 

Ceci. (Admiringly): Man, that’s the 
most! How about that, Mr. Presi- 
dent? 

Tueoporic (Testily): Yes, how about 
it? What am I going to do with you? 

CELESTINE (Coming forward): I could 
show them around the cheese mines, 
Father. 

Nikki: Ah! <A gorgeous creature! 
You are from Moon, too? 

Tueoporic (Distractedly): My daugh- 
ter, Celestine. Now look here, you 
two — (Cecii retrieves his blanket 
and puts it back on. N1kk1 bows to 
CELESTINE and kisses her hand.) 

Nikki: I am delighted! (To THeEo- 
poric) I can see you have beautiful 
country here, Mr. President. Maybe 
my little Olga and I will settle down 
for a while. 

Tueroporic: Yes, well, we'll see. It 
might be best that way. Just never 
send you back at all. 

Ceciu (Doubtfully): Never? 

CELESTINE (Happily): Never? 

HEBE (Wailing): Never! 

N1kKI (Firmly): Never! Is very nice 
on Moon. Needs maybe a Five- 
Year Plan. I, Nikki, will see to this! 
(Crctu still looks doubtful. CELESTINE 
puts her hand on his arm.) 

CELESTINE: Would they miss you very 
much? 

Ceci: That’s what bugs me, baby; 
they probably won’t even know I’ve 
been gone! I have to get back there 
and spread the word. (He looks at her 
and brightens. He rises and tucks her 
hand under his arm.) But not right 
away. We won’t cut out for a while, 
will we, Nikki? 


NIKKI (Slapping him heartily on the 
back): No cutting! First we go visit 
cheese mines, then we get to work. 

CELESTINE: Is it all right, Father? 

THEODORIC (Pacing up and down): I 
think so—I don’t know. They 
can’t just stay here, but then again, 
they can’t just go back to Earth, 
either. Not yet, not until those 
rings are rocket-proof. I must have 
time to think. (He stops pacing.) 
You three run along; perhaps Hebe 
and I can figure out something. 

CELESTINE (Happily): Yes, Father. 
(She offers her other arm to NIKKI.) 
Nikki? (He takes it. She addresses 
them both.) Shall we go? 

Ceci: By all means! (With a gesture) 
Take me to your Liederkranz! (Cur- 
tain) 


SCENE 2 

TimE: Several days later. 

Serrine: The edge of space. (Played 
before curtain, at the footlights.) 

Berore Rise: Sam and Jon, two ring- 
workers, enter, walking carefully along 
the edge of the stage. SAM carries a 
curtain stretcher and Jon, a piece of 
netting or transparent curtain. 

Sam (Leading, with the. stretcher): 
Watch your step here, Joe. (He 
peers over the edge, then closes his 
eyes and pulls back, shaking his 
head.) My, there’s a lot of space 
out there! 

Jor (Walking gingerly): Don’t remind 
me! To think I left a nice soft job 
in the cheese mines to work out here 
on the edge of nothing! 

Sam: Let’s face it: we have a very 
persuasive president. ‘Every avail- 





able man,” he says. “Work on the 
moon rings comes first,” he says. 

Jor: I know, Sam, I know. I heard the 
speech. ‘Double time for over- 
time,” he says, too — so here I am! 
(Sam sets the stretcher down halfway 
across the stage and tests the footing.) 

Sam: Spoken like a true Moon Capital- 
ist! 

Jor (Standing beside him, sorting out 
his netting): You’ve been listening to 
that crazy Nikki! Did you sign up 
for his Five-Year Plan? 

Sam: Sure, why not? Might as well 
humor him. The president’s going to 
ship him back to Earth any day. 

Jor: I heard they couldn’t leave till we 
get all these rings rocket-proofed. 
(They start pinning up the curtain.) 

Sam: I guess that’s what old Theo had 
in mind at first, but now I’m not so 
sure he’s going to wait. Nikki keeps 
pulling the men off the job to go to 
his meetings; the president can’t 
lock him up because he hasn’t done 
anything wrong and, besides, he’s our 
guest. But he sure has slowed down 
the work out here. 

Jor: The other one, that Cecil — he 
spends all his time with Celestine. 
The president doesn’t go for that too 
much, either. (NIKKI appears, walk- 
ing carefully with his arms out, as if 
on a high wire.) Oh, oh—here comes 
Nosecone Nikki! 

NIKKI (From edge of stage): Hallo out 
there! Is all right I coming out? 
Sam: Is all right with us. You knowing 

how to fly? 

Nikki (Coming toward them): Hah! 
Jokes you making on the edge of 
space. You very oppressed! (SAM 
and Jor exchange looks and shrug, 


then go back to their work. NIKKI 
reaches them.) You fellows doing fine 
job, but now is time for meeting. 

JoE: Another one? 

NIKKI (Firmly): Every day we must 
have meeting. Setting up Five-Year 
Plan is no how you say “snap”’! 

Sam: What d’you think, Joe? 

Jor: Might’s well go along and see the 
fun. 

Sam: The president won’t like it. 

JoE: But, Sam, (Points to N1kk1) he’s 
our guest! Moon manners, you know! 

Sam: O.K. Nikki, lead the way. 

Nikki: Good. We go. (They start to 
file off-stage.) Everybody else wait- 
ing. 

Jog: You mean you have them all? 

NikkI: Is necessary all workers unite. 
Today we make plans for meeting 
tomorrow. (They leave as CELESTINE 
and Cercit enter from stage left. 
CELESTINE leads. She walks easily 
and its dressed in blue denims, with 
her hair in a pony tail. Crctu follows 
on his hands and knees.) 

Ceciu: Hey! Not so fast. These moon 
rings are slippery. 

CELESTINE: Oh, you get used to it. I 
just adore coming out here but, of 
course, I’m very sure-footed. (She 
starts to do a dance step.) 

Crcit (Hanging onto imaginary ring): 
Cut that out! You’re jiggling it! 
CELESTINE (Stops dancing and tests 
the footing): No, it’s steady. This 
part’s been reinforced. (She points to 
stretcher.) See, they’re working over 

there. 

Ceci (Looking): Yeah? 
don’t see anybody. 

CELESTINE: No, everybody seems to 
be gone. But they’ve left the equip- 


Who is? I 





ment, so I suppose they’ll be coming 
back. (She goes over and fingers the 
curtain.) You want to see how we 
fix our moon rings? (CrcrL ts almost 
up to her now. He looks back over his 
shoulder.) 

Crecit: Couldn’t you just show me 
some more cheese mines? 

CELESTINE: But I thought you wanted 
something ’way out! 

Ceciu: I never figured on this! Being 
gone is one thing, but out there (He 

looks over the edge, carefully) — 
that’s gone for good! 

CELESTINE: Oh, all right. We'll go 
back. You can teach me some more 
dance steps. 

Ceci: Lady, I’m too beat to bop! 
(He 
And how do I get out of here, any- 
way? 


looks back over his shoulder.) 


CrLresTINE: Here, give me your hand 
(Gaily) now, up you go! (He starts 
to rise and loses his nerve.) 

CeciL: Oh, no you don’t! (He clutches 
the floor again with both hands.) Tl 
back out — you can guide me. 

Honestly, Cecil! All right 

let’s go. appears 

He is shaking his head 


CELESTINE: 
(THEODORIC 
stage right. 
and mumbling to himself. He stops 
short as he sees them.) Careful now... 
(Ceci starts backing slowly.) A little 


more to the right . . . that’s fine. 


Tueroporic (Booming): And what, may 


I ask, is going on here? (CrectL gives 
a yelp of surprise and flattens on the 
floor. CELESTINE is startled but re- 
covers her balance quickly. Crcti 
thrashes about.) 

CELESTINE: Father! 

Crciu: Help! 
CELESTINE Cecil! 


(Turning): (She 


reaches down and pulls him up by one 
hand so that he is back on his hands 
and knees again.) Are you all right? 

Ceci: Thank you. (Bitterly) I’m fine. 
I’m just peachy dandy. 

CELESTINE (Brightly): Oh, that’s good. 
I thought you looked a little green — 
it must be all that cheese. 

THEoporIc (Arms akimbo and tapping 
his foot): I am waiting for an ex- 
planation! 

CeLEsTINE: Oh! Well, Daddy O, it’s 
like this... 

THEOoDOoRIC (Ominously): What did you 
call me? 

CELESTINE (Drawing back): Daddy? O? 

Tueoporic: [’ll Daddy O you! And 
what is that ridiculous costume 
you're wearing? And why are you 
out here in the first place? And 
where are all my ring workers? 

Crcit: Oh, please, not now — not 
here! We can explain everything 
when we get back onto solid moon! 
(He starts backing off.) 

CELESTINE: That’s fine, Cecil! I knew 
you could do it. (Yo THroporic, 
over her shoulder) We don’t know 
where the men are, Da — Father, 
but I expect Nikki has them at a 
meeting. He generally does. 

Tueroporic: I’ve just heard about the 
meetings; that’s why I came out 

It seems to be true — there is 
certainly no work going on. (Lyeing 
CELESTINE) But a great amount of 
foolishness. 

CreLesTINE: This is how they dress 

I think it’s 


here. 


where Cecil comes from. 
the most! 

Tueroporic: And I think it’s the end! 
Tomorrow Cecil and Nikki are going 
back to Earth. 





CELESTINE: But the rings 
aren’t finished. 

TuHeEoporic: We will have to take the 
chance. All the rockets we’ve had 
so far haven’t done half the damage 
that these two — characters 
managed in less than a week. 

CELESTINE (Wailing): But you can’t 
send Cecil back now! Do you want 
your daughter to grow up to be a 
square? 

TuHeEoporic (Violently): I don’t care 
if you grow up to be a rectangle! 
Now get back home and take Cecil 
with you. I have to find Nikki. 

CELESTINE: Yes, Father. 
Cecil — (Ceci stands up and turns, 
CELESTINE behind him. 
hand on 


— they 


- have 


Come on, 


She puts a 
his shoulder and starts to 
left. THEODORIC 
starts off-stage right, then looks back 
and sees he at, 
Tueoporic (Bellowing): And Celestine! 
Turn down your thermostat! 
* * * * * 


dance off-stage 


SCENE 3 

Time: The next afternoon. 

Setrina: Same as Scene 1. 

At Rise: HEBE is sorting papers at her 
desk. She has a large wastepaper 
basket and is rapidly filling tt. 
THEODORIC is up on a chair prepar- 
ing to take down his picture of the 
“Earth Specimen’. 

Tueoporic (Looking down): When you 
finish with that, Hebe, there is more 
to be sorted out in the library files, 
under “Earth’’. 

Hese: Yes, sir. Are you sure you 
want it all thrown away? 

Tueoporic (Firmly): All of it. As far 
as I’m concerned, we have had our 
first and last human contact with 


our planet. (CELESTINE enters. She 
drops into a chair.) 

CELESTINE: Well, it’s over. They’re 
out of sight. (She flexes her right 
arm.) I have ‘waver’s cramp”. 
(Pause) How soon do think 
they’ll be back, Father? 

TueEoporic: Back? 


you 


Don’t be ridicu- 
lous, Celestine. They won’t be com- 
ing back. 

CELESTINE: But Cecil promised! He 
said he would give up being beat and 
lead the expedition when they come 
up to investigate his story. (THro- 
poric rolls up the chart and steps 
down fron the chatr.) 

Tueoporic: I’m afraid you are in for 
a little surprise. (He chuckles.) For 
that matter, so are Cecil and Nikki, 
poor boys! 

CELESTINE: Father! 
them back to Earth? 

TueEoporic: Of course. But not quite 
in the directions they came from. 

Hese: Directions? I don’t under- 
stand, sir. Once the rockets are set 
for Earth, the 
matic. 

Tueoporic: That’s quite true, Hebe, 
but you don’t appreciate the finer 
complications of life on Earth. For 
a small planet, I must say they are 
very poorly organized! All chopped 
up — here, I’ll show you. (He goes 
to the globe and picks it up. HeEBe 
and CELESTINE join him, one on 
either side.) Do you see all of these 
colors? Each one represents a 
separate country, each with its own 
laws and language and customs. 

HeseE: My goodness, how very con- 
fusing for them! 

CELESTINE: Do they like each other? 


You did 


send 


direction is auto- 





Tueoporic: Occasionally, but it’s a 
little like the ladies of the Celestial 
Sewing Circle: friends become ene- 
mies and change back to friends 
again rather frequently. At the mo- 
ment Nikki’s color and Cecil’s color 
aren’t getting along too well. I am 
counting on that to save the Moon. 
They will refuse to act together be- 
cause they don’t trust one another. 

Hese: Then won’t the boys come 
back separately? 

Tueoporic: Not for a while, Hebe; 
not until the countries investigate 
every aspect of the boys’ stories. 

CELESTINE: I don’t believe it! Cecil 
said his people would listen to him. 

Tueoporic: They might. But Nikki’s 
pec ple won't. 

CELESTINE: Nikki? Oh, Father, you 
know how persuasive he is. Remem- 
ber the ring workers? 


Tueroporic (Shuddering): Please, don’t 


remind me! No, I meant that 
Nikki’s people won’t believe Cecil’s 
story. You see, I sent each one back 
to the other’s country. 

CeLEsTINE: Father, you didn’t! 

Tueoporic: Oh, the boys won’t be 
harmed, but it will keep them all 
busy down there for a while, straight- 
ening things out. Meantime, we can 
fix up the moon rings. (There is a 
staccato rap on the door, stage left.) 
Yes? Come in! (A Visrror enters.) 

Visitor (Brightly): I say, old chap, is 
this the Prime Minister’s office? 
(THEopoRIC ts too stunned to speak. 
CELESTINE with her 
elbow.) 


nudges him 


CELESTINE (Jn a stage whisper): Is he 
from another color? (THEODORIC 
nods his head and looks at the globe in 
his hands.) 

Tueoporic (To himself): Of course — 
it never occurred to me! (To the 
Visitor, pulling himself together) 
Please come in. (A little bitterly) 
Welcome to the Moon! 

Visitor (Briskly): Thank you! We’ve 
come to colonize, don’t y’ know. 
Hardly expected to find anyone here 
ahead of us! 

TuHeEoporic: You’d be surprised! Will 
you excuse me for a minute? (The 
Visitor sits down. THEODORIC sets 
down the globe and picks up the rolled- 
up chart he has just taken down. He 
hands it silently to CELESTINE. She 
climbs onto the chair and starts put- 
ting tt back up again. THEODORIC 
goes to the wastepaper basket and 
starts stacking the discarded papers 
back on the desk.) Never mind the 
library files, Hebe. Just take a 
Rocketgram for me, please. (Slowly 
throughout, thinking.) ‘“To the moons, 
Phobos and Deimos: have given 
careful attention to our problem, 
with little success.” (He glances at 
the Vistror.) Better make that “‘no 
success,” Hebe. “I suggest that 
from now on it will be a case of — 
(He picks up the wastepaper basket 
and on his last words empties it out 
onto the desk— ) every moon for 
himself! (Curtain) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 36) 





Farewell to Calvin 
by Paul S. McCoy 


Characters 

Wess ANDREWS, Calvin’s temporary 
custodian 

PENNY ANDREWS, Webb’s young sister 

Howarp ANDREWS, their father 

Grace ANDREWS, their mother 

Diana LANE, the girl next door 

Joyce HAstTINGs, 
guest 

Mark MANNING, Joyce’s escort for the 
party 

TE: Early Saturday evening. 

SetrrinG: Living room of the Andrews’ 
home. 

At Rise: The stage is empty. 
pause WEBB ANDREWS hurriedly 
enters at center from left. He carries 
a case containing a portable type- 
writer, together with a dozen paper 
labels removed from food cans. His 
jacket and necktie are over his arm. 
Swiftly he moves to table right, where 
he deposits the typewriter case and 
food labels. Then he crosses left, 
throws jacket over divan, steps to 
mirror and slips tie under his collar. 
At that PENNY ANDREWS 
enters, munching an apple. 

PENNY: What a place to dress! You’re 
supposed to be upstairs in your own 
room. 

Wess (Swings around, scowling): 
Penny Andrews, why don’t you get 
lost? (Turns again to mirror) 

Penny: I’m as much a member of this 
household as you are. 

Wess: True — unfortunately. 


weekend 


Diana’s 


After a 


moment 


Penny: If you ask me, you’re clutter- 
ing up the living room. 

Wess: Can’t you see I’m in a hurry? 
Now — scram! 

Penny: That’s a fine way to speak to 
your delicate little sister. 

Wess: I have to be next door in fifteen 
minutes. If I’m late for the dinner 
party, I’m off Diana’s list. 

PENNY (Smartly): And wouldn’t that 
simply break your great big ro- 
mantic heart! 

Wess (Grimly): Will you kindly pipe 
down? 

Penny (Nibbling on apple): Have you 
seen Diana’s weekend guest? 
(Pause) Webb, I asked you a ques- 
tion. 

Wess (Impatiently): Yes, I met Joyce 
Hastings yesterday. 

PENNY (Moves to divan): You'll cer- 
tainly have to be the perfect little 
gentleman at the Lanes’ house to- 
night. (Sits awkwardly on divan, 
leaning back against WersBB’s sport 
jacket) What a beautiful foursome 
it will be — you and Diana, Mark 
Manning and Joyce Hastings. When 
Mrs. Lane sees the love light shining 
in your sweet little eyes, she can ex- 
tinguish the candles. 

Wess (Swings around angrily): One 
more word out of you — (Sees 
Penny’s head resting against his 
jacket. With a shout he leaps behind 
divan.) And keep your head off my 
coat! (Grasps PENNY by the shoulders, 





pushing her away from the jacket.) 

PENNY (Jumps up): Webb Andrews, 
you practically struck me! 

Wess (Groans): Oh, for Pete’s sake! 
Why don’t you go to the basement 
and feed Calvin? 

Penny (Shrugs): Calvin is your re- 
sponsibility, not mine. (WEBB turns 
to the mirror, arranging his tie.) Vl 
certainly be thankful when that dog 
is out of this house. 

Wess: Mr. Mayfield is due back in 

tonight. T’ll returning 

Calvin to him the first thing in the 


town be 
morning. 

Penny: It’s silly, taking care of Mr. 
Mayfield’s dog for a whole week. 
Wess (mphatically): Mr. Mayfield 
happens to high 
principal. He asked me to look after 


be my school 


Calvin. I certainly wouldn’t refuse a 

request from my school principal. 

(PENNY moves behind table, drops 
apple core into wastebasket.) 

Penny (ldly picking up one of the can 


lahe ls from tabli : Just the same, I’m 


glad Mr. Mayfield didn’t leave you 
with 


a pet alligator or a laughing 

hyena — (Glances at label) Hey, 
Webb — what’s this? 

Wess (At mirror): What’s what? (His 
lie is now knotted. 

Penny: A label from a can of dog 
food. (Glances at the other labels on 
table) Gee, these are all dog food 
labels. 

Wess (Warningly): Penny Andrews, 
you keep away from that table! 

PENNY: But why this stuff? 

Wess: I promised Mr. Mayfield I’d 
do something for him. 

Penny: And you’ve waited until now 
practically the last minute? (How- 
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ANDREWS center 
carrying the evening paper. Neither 
PENNY nor WEBB sees him at first.) 

Wess (With dignity): Penny, this does 
not concern you. 

Howarp (Steps What 
doesn’t concern your sister, Webb? 
Wess: Oh, hello, Dad. Aren’t you and 
Mother due at the Country Club? 
Howarp: We’ve plenty of time. (Walks 
to divan where he tosses newspaper) 
Penny (To Howarp): That’s the way 

Webb feels about things 

(She turns to table, 

Father, take a 


ARD appears at 


into room): 


there’s 
plenty of time. 
picks up the labels. 
look at this junk 

Wess (Swiftly): Don’t you dare refer 
to them 
labels.) 

Howarpb: Labels from cans of dog 
food? Do they belong to you, Webb? 

Wess: Not — not exactly. When Mr. 
Mayfield left me 
money to buy a dozen cans of 
Happy-Bark Dog Food. He asked 
me to take off the labels and mail 
them to the company. 

Howarpb: Why? 

Wess: Mr. Mayfield will receive a free 
blanket. 

Penny: A free blanket? Golly, doesn’t 
Mr. Mayfield have enough bedding 
at home? 

Wess (To Penny): A dog blanket, 
stupid. It’s for Calvin. 

Howarp: Webb, just when did Mr. 
Mayfield discuss this order with 


as junk! (Howarp takes 


town, he gave 


you? 

Wess: Why — before he left. 
or so ago, I suppose. 

Howarp: And you've neglected it until 
now? 

Wess (Nervously): Well, not exactly. 


A week 





I bought the cans of dog food this 
morning, and stored them in the 
cupboard over the kitchen sink. You 
should see the special order form I 
have to use. It’s very complicated. 
It takes time and concentration. 

Howarp: You've had a week to con- 
centrate. 

PENNY: Webb couldn’t concentrate if 
he had a year. 
Wess (Shouts at 

asked you for comments! 
Howarp (7o Wess): That’s enough, 
Webb. 
Wess: But don’t you see, Dad? This 
You can’t just 
the 
weight 


PENNY): Nobody 


is a difficult form. 
dash it off. You 


questions Size of dog... 


should see 


of dog... . color and design of blanket 

desired .. . breed of dog .. . age of 

dog... sex of dog 

PENNY (Breaks in): What you need is 
Calvin’s birth certificate. 

Wess (Angrily): Father, if that de- 
linquent doesn’t keep out of this 

Howarp: Penny! 

Wess (To Howarpn, with attempted 
lightness): But don’t 
Dad. I’m taking care of the matter 


as sooh as | 


you Worry, 


return from Diana’s 
party. 

Howarp: As you return? 
(Quietly, after a pause) No, Webb. 
You're not. 

Wesp (Startled): Huh? 

Howarp: You're 
order before you go next door. 

Wess: Before? But Dad, I’m already 
late 

Howarp: Young man, you've had 


sooh as 


sending out that 


days to perform a small service for 
Mr. Mayfield. You’ve put it off un- 
til now. Therefore, you will cancel 


all other activities until that letter is 
in the mail. (He tosses labels onto 
table.) 

Wess (Stunned): But Dad — 

Howarp: That’s final, Webb. 

Wess: But gee, Dad! I know I’ve 
sort of let it slip. But there’s still 
time to 

Howarpb: Yes, still time — 
provided you go to work immedi- 
ately. Your mother and I will mail 
the letter on the way to the club. 

Wess: But 
right now! 

Howarpb: Your responsibility to Mr. 
Mayfield comes first, Webb. He 
paid you to look after Calvin. He 
also asked 
blanket. 

Wess: But you 
stand! 

Howarp: Also, as I recall, you 
promised Mr. Mayfield that you’d 
spend considerable time in training 


there’s 


Diana is expecting me 


you to order a dog 


you don’t under- 


his dog to obey instructions. Am I 
correct? 
Wess: Well 
Howarp: To my knowledge Calvin 


yes 


has received no special training. 
PENNY: Calvin is as dumb as ever. 
Howarp (7'0 Wess): I’m sure you'll 
agree that I’ve offered no comments 
or suggestions concerning Calvin un- 
til tonight. I 
keep hands off. But now that I find 
you’ve even neglected to fill a simple 
order — (He breaks off, shakes his 
head.) This is not good, Webb. I 
suggest that you get busy with the 
order. 
Wesps: But what will I tell Diana? 
Howarp: I’m certain you won’t be too 
late. 


was determined to 


Your mother is furnishing the 





meat dish. I doubt that it’s even 
out of the oven yet. 

Wess: If I could just wait until I get 
back — 

Howarp: No arguments, Webb. 

Wess: Y-yes, sir. (He moves slowly to 
table and begins to remove lid from 
typewriter. GRACE ANDREWS enters. 
She carries a market basket which pre- 
sumably contains her contribution to 
the dinner party. 
fancy table scarf.) 

GRACE (Pauses near divan as she sees 
Wess): Webb, I was afraid you’d 
already gone. 

Penny: I’ll say he hasn’t. (WEBB has 
removed case from typewriter. He 
places lid on floor, then sits in chair at 
side of table.) 

Howarp: Our son may be detained a 
few minutes, Grace. 

Grace (Drops table scarf on divan): 
Detained? 

Wess (70 Grace): Dad simply refuses 
to listen. He insists that I — (He 
starts to rise.) 

Howarp: That’s enough, Webb. (With 
a heavy sigh, WEBB sinks back into 
chatr.) 

Grace: But my casserole dish is ready 
for Diana’s party. (She indicates 
basket.) I just phoned Mrs. Lane 
that Webb would bring it. 

Howarp: Penny, you'd better take 
over. 

Penny: Sure, Father. At your service, 
Mother dear. 

Grace (As Penny takes basket): Be 
careful, Penny. 


Over her arm is a 


That’s spaghetti 
and meat sauce. Don’t spill it. 
Penny (Sniffs basket): Smells good. 


(Moves upstage toward center open- 
ing) 


Howarb: Penny, you can tell Diana 
and her guests that Webb may be a 
little late. 

Penny: I’ll tell them he’s tied up with 
a dog blanket. (She exits.) 

Grace: Really, Howard, I don’t un- 
derstand — 

Howarp: A week ago Mr. Mayfield 
asked Webb to order a blanket for 
Calvin. But our son has neglected 
his duty. So he’s staying right here 
until that order is mailed. It’s time 
he learned the meaning of re- 
sponsibility. 

Grace: But this is such an important 
event, Howard. Diana is entertain- 
ing for Joyce Hastings. And Mark 
Manning will be there — 

Howarp: I’m certain our son won’t be 
too late — unless he continues to be 
interrupted by motherly protests. 
(GRACE hesitates, then goes to WEBB, 
slips her arm around his shoulder.) 

Grace (Smiles down at Wess): Your 
father is right, Webb. (Pats his 
shoulder encouragingly.) Now hurry 
and you probably won’t miss more 
than the first (Crosses to 
divan) You never cared for tomato 
soup anyway — (Breaks off as she 
sees the cloth centerpiece which she 
has dropped on divan.) Oh dear — 
that centerpiece — (She picks up 
cloth.) Mrs. Lane asked to borrow 
this. I should have sent it along 
with Penny. Webb, you can take it 
over when you go. 

Wess (Gloomily): That’ll probably be 
about next Christmas. (GRACE, car- 
rying cloth, exits. Howarp sits on 
divan. He picks up evening paper, 
unfolds it. Wess suddenly sits up 
with a start.) 


course. 





Howarp (As he glances at headlines): 
Tell you what, Webb — (He looks 
up.) You fill in the order blank and 
I'll take over from there. I’ll ad- 
dress the envelope and — Webb, 
what’s the matter with you? 

Wess (With difficulty): That — that 
order blank — 

Howarp: What about it? 

Wess (Swallows): I don’t know where 
it is. 

Howarpb: What! (He jumps up.) You 
don’t know where it is? 

Wess: I remember when Mr. Mayfield 
gave me the blank. I brought it 


home and — and that’s the last I 
remember. 

Howarp: As though you didn’t have 
enough trouble! 

Wess (Rises): I must have put it some- 
where in my room. 

Howarp: At this rate, Mr. Mayfield 


won't receive a blanket for Calvin’s 
great grandson! 

Wess (Breathlessly): V'll take a look, 
Dad — (He moves rapidly upstage 
and exits at center. Howarp sinks 
onto divan. GRACE enters from left. 
She has removed apron.) 

Grace: Did you let Webb go on? 

Howarp (Dryly): Your son is upstairs 
searching for a lost form. You have 
to have a form if you want a blanket. 

Grace: What on earth are you talking 
about? (D1ana LANE enters.) 

Diana (Cheerfully): Good evening! 

Grace: Diana dear! (HOWARD rises as 
Diana enters.) This is a surprise. 
(PENNY appears at center opening, 
carrying the market basket, presum- 
ably empty.) 

Diana (70 Grace): I couldn’t wait to 
thank you, Mrs. Andrews. I’ve 


never seen such a wonderful looking 
dish of spaghetti and meat sauce. 

Penny (7'o Grace): Mrs. Lane says 
it’s enough to feed an army. Maybe 
she’ll send a hunk of it back in the 
morning. (Puts basket on divan.) 

Diana (Laughs): I doubt it, Penny. 
We'll ail probably make pigs of our- 
selves. (7'0 Grace) It was thought- 
ful of you, Mrs. Andrews. I know 
this meant time and trouble. 

Grace: My dear, I was happy to con- 
tribute to the festivities. 

Diana (Pleasanily): Id 
helped, Mr. Andrews. 

Howarp: No, I’ve been occupied with 
another project. 

PENNY: You might say Father 
been wrestling with a dog blanket. 
Diana: My goodness, Mr. Andrews, 
you aren’t preparing to take Cal- 
vin’s place, are you? Webb said he 
was returning the dog in the morn- 

ing. 

Howarp: We’re mailing a certain let- 
ter first. At least, I hope we’re mail- 
ing a letter. I’d better take a look. 
(To Diana) Have fun tonight — you 
and your house guest and Mark 
Manning. (He walks upstage and 
exits.) 

Diana (Jo Grace, after a_ slight 
pause): That was a funny remark 
He said Joyce and Mark and I 
should have fun tonight. But he 
didn’t say anything about Webb. 
You don’t suppose he has forgotten 
his own son? 

PENNY (Flaily): 
the forgetting 

Diana (Suddenly): Where is Webb? | 
thought he’d be over by now. Mark 
has already arrived. 


guess 


you 


has 


It’s Webb who does 





Grace (Uncomfortably) : 
Webb has had 
up in his plans. 

Penny: You might say Webb stripped 
his gears on a pile of dog food labels. 

D1ana: What! 

Grace (Quickly, to Penny): Penny, 

(To DIana, weak 

smile.) If you’ll excuse me, perhaps | 


I’m afraid 
well, a slight mix- 


please with a 
can stir him up. (GRACE ezitts.) 

Diana: Penny, is something out of 
order around here? Is Webb ‘in 
trouble? 

Penny (Nods slowly): He brought it on 
himself. 

Diana (Urgently): Penny, you must 
tell me. 

PENNY (Sighs): 1 suppose you might 
as well know all the gruesome de- 
tails — even if Mother zs trying to 
hush it up. The truth is that Webb 
will be late to your dinner party 
tonight. 

Diana: Late? 

Penny: You know that Mr. Mayfield 
left his dog with Webb this week. 
Diana: Of course. We know all about 

Calvin. 

Penny: Here’s one thing you don’t 
know: Mr. Mayfield asked Webb to 
buy twelve cans of Happy-Bark Dog 


Food. Webb was supposed to send 


off the labels and receive a free dog 
blanket. 
Diana: Yes? 
Webb didn’t. He waited until 
this morning to buy the dog food. 


Then he ripped o 


PENNY: 


f the labels, but he 
didn’t write the order 
DraANA: Even though Mr 


Mayfield 
asked him a week ago? 
Penny: Yes. And 
when he found out! 


was Father mad 


Now he Says 


Webb can’t leave the house until he 
has discharged his obligations to 
Mr. Mayfield. 

Diana: So that’s it! 
surprised at Webb. 

PENNY (Sighs): Seems that Webb was 
supposed to teach Calvin to obey 
instructions, too. That 
more unfinished business. 

Diana (Firmly): Penny, I don’t blame 
your father. Webb should be more 
dependable. Perhaps this will teach 
him a lesson. 

PENNY (Rises): He needs more than 
this, if you ask me. (Suddenly) Why 
don’t you take a hand? 

Diana: I can’t imagine what I could 
do. 

PENNY: Maybe you'll think of some- 
thing. 

Diana: What is Webb doing upstairs? 

Penny: I wouldn’t know. But I’m 
guessing that Webb still has the 
labels and the company still has the 
dog blanket. 

Diana: I’m glad you told me about 
this, Penny. (/alf to herself) I'd like 
to shake Mr. Webb Andrews — 
(Suddenly) You say he has already 
removed the labels? 

PENNY (Nods): Webb put the tins in 
the cupboard over the kitchen sink. 
And if you ask me, he’d better get 
them out of there before somebody 


Honestly, I’m 


was some 


uses them by mistake. 
Diana (Thoughtfully): Uses them by 
mistake? That 7s an idea — (DIANA 
breaks into a sly smile.) Yes, it is an 
idea. (Suddenly smiles at PENNY) 
Thanks, Penny. Thanks for every- 
thing. 
Penny: Thanks? 
anything. 


But I haven’t done 





Diana: Oh yes, you have! I must get 
back to my guests. I’ll run out the 
back way, through the kitchen. 
Don’t bother to show me _ out, 
Penny. Tell Webb we'll expect him 
later. (She exits quickly. Then WeBB 
rushes into room. In his hand is a 
small printed order blank. Without 
speaking he dashes to table, drops into 
chair and wildly rolls the order form 
into typewriter.) 

Penny: What’d you do 
bottle of vitamins? 

Wess: Stop asking questions! (Awk- 
wardly he begins to type order form, 
using only one finger.) 

Penny: Diana was here — 

Wess: Mother told me. (Enthusi- 
astically) And Ill be next door in 
ten seconds. (He begins to type again. 
PENNY moves to WEBB, peers over 
his shoulder.) 


-swallow a 


PENNY (Points to order form): Hey, 
you made an error 

Wess (Snaps): Keep away from me! 

PENNY: Look 
ber “22” instead of ‘12’. 


- you printed the num- 

It says 

“T am enclosing — ”’ 

WEBB (Swiftly breaks in): All right 
give me an eraser. 

Penny (Coolly): I don’t have one. 

Wess (Shouts): Then me 
pencil with an eraser! There’s one 
in the kitchen — And get moving! 

Penny: All right — all right — (Takes 
basket from divan and exits. WrEBB 
turns to the typewriter again. Slowly 
he completes the blank, and tears it 
from the machine. PENNY rushes into 
the room, looking frightened. Breath- 
lessly) Webb — Webb! 

WeBB (Impatiently holds out his hand): 
Here 


bring a 


give me the pencil. 
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PENNY: Webb, listen to me! 

Wess: [ haven’t time! 

PENNY: But those cans of dog food! 

Wess: Cans of dog food? 

PENNY: Where’d you put them this 
morning? 

Wess (Puzzled): In the cupboard — 
above the kitchen sink. 

Penny: Webb, they’re not there now! 

Wess: Not there? (He suddenly rises.) 
But that’s where I stacked them, 
after I removed the labels. 

Penny: There are no unlabeled cans 
on that shelf! 

Wess (Annoyed): I suppose Calvin 
marched upstairs from the base- 
ment and removed his dog food from 
the kitchen shelf. 

PENNY: Supposing 
them by mistake! The cans were 
without labels. Mother prepared a 
hot dish for Diana’s party, didn’t 
she? 

Wess (Nods): Sure. 
meat sauce. 
PENNY: Exactly 
posing she took down those cans 

from the shelf and — 

Wess (Aghast): Penny, you’re crazy! 
I’ve never heard of such nonsense! 
Penny: Well, it won’t be nonsense if 
mother’s meat sauce isn’t meat 
sauce — but Happy-Bark Dog Food. 
Wess: Penmy, stop it! You’re out of 
your head. 
PENNY (Stoutly 
those tins. 
Wess: I sure will! (WeBp attempts to 
He moves rapidly to 
they’re on the shelf. 
That’s 


somebody used 


Spaghetti and 


meat sauce! Sup- 


Then you dig up 


hide his alarm. 
left.) They 
That’s where I put them. 
where they have to be! 


Penny: And if they’re not — ? (WEBB 





doesn’t answer. He rushes through 
doorway left. PENNY stands frozen. 
The doorbell rings, but PENNY ts not 
aware of it. She sinks weakly into 
chair down right. Mark MANNING 
calls out cheerfully.) 

Mark (Off): Hey, anybody home? 
(He peers through center opening from 
right.) Hi ya, Penny. (PENNY jumps 
up. MARK moves down center.) 

PENNY (With effort): Oh, it — it’s you, 
Mark. 

Mark: Didn’t you hear the doorbell? 
(PENNY shakes her head.) What’s the 
matter with you? (PENNY shakes 
head again.) I brought along a 
friend. (He steps upstage to center, 
calls into hall.) Come on in! (Joyce 
HASTINGS appears.) Penny, I want 
you to meet Joyce Hastings. 

PENNY (Without enthusiasm): H-hello- 

Joyce (Smiles at Penny): Hello, 
Penny. 

Mark: We’ve come for Webb. 

Joyce: He’s late. Where is he? 

PENNY (With effort): In the kitchen, 
taking a quick inventory. 

Joyce: Inventory? 

Mark (7'0 Penny): I want Joyce to 
meet your parents. They’re around? 

PENNY (Feebly): Upstairs, I think. 

Mark: Would you ask them to come 
down? 

Joyce (To PeENNy): We haven’t much 
time, Penny. Mrs. Lane is holding 
up dinner for us. 


Mark (Grins easily): And I’m hungry 
as a dog! (PENNY shudders. Wess 
enters from left, looking shaken.) 

Joyce (Lightly to Wess): Well, Webb! 
It’s about time you showed up. 

PENNY (Desperately, to Wess): Webb- 


(WeEBB ‘turns to Penny.) Did — did 
you find — anything? 

Wess: No. (PENNY groans softly.) 

Joyce (To PENNy): You will call your 
parents, Penny? This may be the 
only chance I’ll have to see them. 
(She sits in chair right.) 

Penny: Yes — (She exits slowly.) 

Joyce (To Wess): Isn’t your sister 
well, Webb? She doesn’t seem to act 
quite normal. 

Mark (7'0 Wess): And neither do you, 
pal. 

Wess: Oh, I’m all right — (He sinks 
onto divan.) We’re both fine. 

Joyce (To Wess, a bit impatiently): 
Do you realize that Mrs. Lane is 
waiting for you? 

Mark (7o Wess): It isn’t like you, 
Webb, to be late for anything. 

Joyce: But dear Mrs. Lane did come 
to our rescue. She let Mark and me 
sample the hot dish your mother 
sent over. 

Wess (With a violent start): She — 
she let you sample it? 

Joyce (Nods): And it zs delicious. 

Mark: Best meat sauce I’ve tasted 
since I was a pup. 

Wess: You — you mean you've eaten 
some of it — both of you? 

Joyce: Of course we have. 

Wess: And you're all right? 

Joyce: Certainly. 

Mark (Grins): Although I must admit 
that the meat sauce did something to 
me. I just can’t explain — but I’ve 
never tasted anything quite like it. 

Joyce (Smiles): Neither have I, for 
that matter. Somehow it seems to 
give me a new lift—almost as 
though I were another person. 





Mark (Nods): I suddenly feel alive, 
happy and frisky. 

Joyce: I’ve never had food affect me 
like this. 

Mark: And the feeling seems to grow 
stronger all the time. (WEBB sits in 
stunned silence.) 

Joyce (70 Wess): I simply must ask 
your mother for the recipe. 

Mark (Jo Joyce): Maybe Webb 
knows what went into the dish — 
Do you, Webb? 

Wess (Attempts to hide his horror): I — 
I’m not just certain — 

Joyce (Peers across at WEBB): Webb, 
you do look pale. 

Mark (Heartily, to Wess): You'll 
snap out of it after you’ve eaten a 
man-sized helping of that spaghetti 
and meat sauce. 

Joyce (Jo Wess): You'll feel like 


another person. 


Mark: By the way, Webb — Mrs. 
Lane asked us to bring back that 


center cloth for the table. Penny 
didn’t have it when she came over 
with the basket. 

Wess: I suppose it’s in the kitchen — 

Mark: Mind if I take a look? (MarK 
moves to doorway and exits.) 

Joyce (Suddenly rises, speaks in a 
strange voice): Oh—oh—! Oh, 
my goodness — ! 

Wess: Joyce, what’s the matter? 

Joyce: I don’t know. But all at once I 
feel like somebody else. 

Wess: Somebody else? 

Joyce: Or maybe, something else! 

Wess (Gasps): Oh, no! (Howarp 
enters, followed by PENNY.) 

Penny (7'0 Joyce): Here’s my father. 
Mother will be down in a minute. 

Howarp: So you are Joyce Hastings — 


Joyce: Indeed I am, Mr. — Bow wow! 
(Joyce seems to lose control of her 
voice. WEBB and PENNY jump tn 
horror. Howarp ts shocked.) 

Howarpb: What — what’s that? 

Joyce (Embarrassed): Oh, I do beg 
your pardon. I don’t know what 
got into me. (Attempts a smile) I 
meant to say — Bow wow! (HowaRD 
stumbles back in fright.) 

Joyce (Nervously): Oh, excuse me! 

Howarp (With effort): Young lady, 
are you ill? 

Joyce: Goodness, no. At least I was 
all right until I — bow wow! (How- 
ARD backs behind table at right. 
PENNY dashes behind WEBB.) 

Howarp (70 Wess): Webb, I think 
this girl needs a doctor. 

Joyce (Affects great embarrassment): 
Of course not, Webb. It’s just that I 
seem to—bow wow! (Immediately 
GRACE enters. Joyce turns to GRACE.) 

Grace (Beams): My dear Joyce Hast- 
ings! Penny told me you’d come 
over. You don’t know what a 
pleasure this is! I’ve been looking 
forward to your visit all day. 

Joyce (Smiles): I simply had to run 
over to — bow wow! 

GRACE (With a violent start): What! 

Joyce: Oh, dear—I beg your pardon— 
(GRACE is stunned.) 

Howarp (Warningly): Grace, stay back! 

Joyce (Takes a step toward Grace): I 
don’t know what’s come over me— 
bow wow! (With a shriek GRACE 
jumps back.) 

Howarp: Grace, we need help! 

Joyce (Again takes a step toward 
GRaAcE): Oh no, Mrs. — bow wow! 
(Grace, Howarp, WEBB and PENNY 
are in panic. Door at left opens. 





MARK scampers into the room on all 
fours. Over his back is pinned the 
fancy centerpiece, substituting for a 
dog blanket. He leaps happily to 
center. GRACE PENNY 
shrieks. Howarp bellows. WEBB 
almost collapses. ) 

Mark (Prancing on all fours): Bow 
wow! Bow wow! 

Grace: Help! Help! (Wess takes one 
wild look, then plunges upstage, and 
rushes out.) 

Howarp (Shouts at Joyce): Get your 
— your companion out of here! 

Joyce: He isn’t a companion. 
just another — bow wow! 

Grace (Groans): Oh —oh—! (She 
drops onto divan.) 

Howarp: I’m calling the police! 

Grace: And get the dog catcher! 

Joyce (Rushing in front of Howarp, 
speaks in a frightened but normal 
tone): No—no—! (Mark, still 
on all fours, romps upstage to center 
and exits. Joyce grasps Howarp by 
the arm.) Mr. Andrews, listen to me! 
Please — 

Howarp (Freeing himself): You're 
mad—both of you! (He moves 
again toward door left. PENNY jumps 
up, blocking his way.) 

Penny: Father, don’t! (GRACE moans. 
Joyce, thoroughly frightened, backs 
upstage and exits unnoticed.) 

Howarp (Roars at Penny): Out of my 
way! Climb on the divan! They'll 
bite you! 

Penny: Father, stop it! They’ve gone 


screams. 


He’s 


— Mark and Joyce have gone! 
Howarp: Gone? (Turns) Grace, are 
you all right? 
Grace: All right? 

ever be all right again. 


I don’t think I'll 
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Howarp: They’ve lost their minds! 

Grace: It must have something to do 
with dog days. 

Howarp: They went off the beam at 
the same moment. 

Grace: But what on earth caused it? 

Penny: Happy-Bark Dog Food! That’s 
what caused it. 

Howarp: What did you say? 

Grace: Happy-Bark Dog Food? 

Penny (Her voice trembles): I—I 
warned him. I tried to tell Webb 
that — that — (She drops onto di- 
van, weeping loudly.) 

Howarop: See here, young lady, what’s 
behind this? (PENNY’s sobs increase.) 

Grace: Howard, our daughter is out of 
her mind, too! It — it’s something 
she caught from the other dogs — 
(WEBB enters at center from right, 
weak and shaken.) 

Wess: Where — where are they? 

Grace (Wildly to Howarp): Maybe 
he caught it, too! (Goes to Wess, at- 
tempts to soothe him.) Webb dear, 
you’re not an animal. You’re our 
son. You must cling to that thought. 

Wess: Good grief, I’m all right. 

Grace: Thank goodness! But I’m not 
certain about Penny. If this is some 
sort of a virus going around — 

Penny: Nothing’s wrong with me, 
either. After all, we didn’t even 
taste it. 

Howarp: Taste it? Taste what? 

Penny: Mother’s spaghetti and meat 
sauce. 

Grace (With a start): My — what? 

Penny: Except it wasn’t meat sauce. 
It was Happy-Bark Dog Food. 

Grace: Penny Andrews, what are you 
talking about? 

Penny: You’d better let Webb explain. 





Howarp (Jo Wess): 
meaning of this? 

Wess: I just don’t believe it. 

GRACE: Webb, you’re not talking sense. 

Howarp (Snaps): Who is? 

Wess (70 Grace): Those — those 
cans of dog food. After I’d removed 
the labels, I put the tins in the cup- 
board over the kitchen sink. Then 
the cans disappeared. 

Penny (To Grace): And you were in 
the kitchen this morning, making 
meat sauce. (HowarD gives 
violent start. PENNY rises.) 

Wess (7o Grace): And Joyce and 
Mark admitted they’d 
sampled the sauce. 

Grace (Horrified): Why — why - 

Howarp: Grace Andrews, did you put 
dog food in 

GRACE: Certainly I didn’t! 

Wess: Mother, you’re certain? 


What’s the 


a 


already 


Grace (Indignantly): Don’t you think 
I know the difference between meat 
sauce and dog rations? 

Howarp: Then what’s the meaning of 


those bloodhound antics around 
here? 

Grace: If anyone is attempting to sug- 
gest that my meat sauce would make 
people act like that — (Suddenly 
DIANA appears at center opening.) 

Diana: Of course not, Mrs. Andrews. 

Grace: Diana! (DIANA moves down 
center.) You — you are still Diana? 
(DIANA nods. GRACE turns to How- 
ARD.) Howard, she’s normal! 

Diana: But I’m horribly ashamed. 

Grace (To Howarp): See Howard — 
she can even talk without barking. 
(Joyce and Mark appear at center 
opening.) 

Joyce: And so can we, Mrs. Andrews. 
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(GRACE gives a little scream, backs 
away.) 

Grace: Howard, they’re back — teeth 
and all! 

Mark (Moves downstage): Mrs. An- 
drews, we're perfectly harmless — 
though you'll probably never be- 
lieve it. Believe me, we owe both of 
you an apology. 

Diana: It was my idea. But I didn’t 
plan on you two getting in on it. I 
wanted to teach Webb a lesson. 

Penny (Jo Drana): Your idea? 

Wess: A lesson? 

Diana (70 Wess): I knew you'd neg- 
lected that order, Webb. And I 
knew how your father felt about 
things. Penny, too. So when I was 
here earlier, I slipped into the kit- 
chen and removed the cans. Then I 
persuaded Joyce and Mark to put 
on a dog act. 

Joyce: And before we could get under 
way, you walked in, Mr. Andrews. 

Mark: And then you, Mrs. Andrews. 

Drana: I wanted to give Webb a good 
scare. I hoped he’d be so shocked 
that he’d never again forget an 
obligation. 

Wess: Diana! 

Howarp: If it didn’t frighten our son, 
it certainly shook up his parents. 
Grace: You mean this was just for 
Webb’s benefit? (Phone rings off- 
stage left.) Oh dear, the phone — 

(She moves left.) 

Penny (Calls to Grace): If it’s the dog 
catcher, tell him everything’s under 
control. (GRACE exits.) 

Diana (To Howarp): I hope you'll 
forgive us, Mr. Andrews. And you, 
Webb. (Smiles) I’ll even help you 
with the blanket order. 





Howarp (Hesitates): Well, I do for- 
give all of you — (Emphatically) 
That is, if this has taught my son a 
lesson. Well, Webb? (WeEBB doesn’t 
answer. He suddenly drops onto 
divan, covers his face.) Webb, what’s 
the matter? 

Wess (Looks up sadly): It’s — it’s too 
late. 

Diana: Too late? 

Wess: Calvin won’t need a blanket 
now. Maybe he won’t need any- 
thing — ever. It — it’s farewell to 
Calvin. 

Joyce: Farewell to Calvin? 

PENNY: Webb, is something wrong 
with that dog? You’ve been in the 
basement. 

Wess: I[’ll say I have. (Pause) Calvin 
isn’t down there. He — he escaped. 

Diana: Escaped? 

Wess (Nods sadly): The basement 


window was open. I’d left the step- 
ladder under it. 
Howarp: Son, you didn’t! 


Mark: Calvin climbed the ladder? 


PENNY (Groans): With all the canine 
antics around here, I’ll bet poor 
Calvin could have climbed the Wash- 
ington Monument. 

Joyce: But Webb, where’d he go? 

Wess (Grimly): How should I know? 
Did you expect Calvin to leave me a 
note? 

Diana (70 Wess): But what is Mr. 
Mayfield going to say? (GRACE 
enters briskly from left.) 

Grace: You could never guess who 
phoned! 

PENNY (Hopefully): Was it Calvin? 

Grace: It was Mr. Mayfield. 

Wess (With a start): Mr. Mayfield? 


Grace: He got in late this afternoon. 
And what do you think? Not more 
than five minutes ago he heard 
something scratching at his front 
door. (Triumphantly) It was Calvin! 

Wess (Rises): Calvin? 

Grace (Enthusiastically): Calvin had 
come home. You must have let him 
out, Webb. Anyway, Mr. Mayfield 
was simply overjoyed. He said he’d 
asked you to give Calvin some train- 
ing, and that you’d certainly done a 
wonderful job. It seems this is the 
first time Calvin has ever shown 
enough intelligence to come home by 
himself. Mr. Mayfield said you’re a 
responsible and trustworthy young 
man, Webb — and that he’s proud 
to have you in his school. 

Howarp (After a pause): Well, what 
do you know about that! 

Diana (With a twinkle in her eye): 
Webb Andrews, you’re a fortunate 
young man. 

Wess (Grins): If I’m fortunate, it’s 
because of you, Diana Lane. You 
certainly know how to send a guy 
into action. 

Howarp (With a broad smile): Ladies 
and gentlemen, considering the out- 
come of the evening, I wish to an- 
nounce that I’m withdrawing any 
further objections. 

Grace (Suddenly thoughtful): 
there’s just one thing — 

Howarp: What’s that, Grace? 

Grace: After what I’ve been through, 
I doubt that I’ll ever again have the 
courage to cook spaghetti and meat 
sauce! (The others break into hearty 
laughter as the crtain quickly falls.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 36) 
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Jump for Joy 


by Albert Schaaf 


Characters 

AMBROSE BAINBRIDGE, 
agent 

SALLY CARTWRIGHT, his secretary 
Dora MARTINDALE, a rival agent 
Joy DARLING, a movie glamour queen 
VIOLA SHARPE, her companion 
HoBart SANBORN 
Harry Jory 
LAURA CLYDE 
THE Bia Noise 
THREE OTHER NOISES 
TELEGRAPH Boy 
DELIVERY Boy 


a_ theatrical 


Bainbridge’ s 
clients 


Setrine: The office of Ambrose Bain- 
bridge in New York City. 


At Rise: SALLY, a pretty young girl, is 


at the desk at right. The telephone 
rings, and she answers it. 


SaL.ty (Jnto phone): Good afternoon, 
Bainbridge and Bainbridge. . . . No, 
Mr. Bainbridge isn’t in. I’m 
sorry, he will not be available all 
day. He’s having an important con- 
ference. .. . I’m sorry, Miss Martin- 
dale, I cannot divulge the nature of 
the conference... . No... . (Holds 
phone away from her ear, then, firmly) 
Goodbye, Miss Martindale. (Hangs 
up quickly) That woman is the most 
persistent person in the world. Well, 
I guess that’s natural. She’s a 
theatrical agent. Ambrose Bain- 
bridge is a theatrical agent, and he’s 
persistent! (She starts to type some 
letters. Hosart SANBORN enters. 
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He is gray-haired and distinguished 
looking.) 

Hopart: afternoon, my dear 
Miss Cartwright. Hobart Sanborn is 
here, and punctual, too, you will 
note. (He draws out pocket watch and 
looks at it.) It is precisely two o’clock. 

Satty: And Bainbridge and Bain- 
bridge appreciates your promptness. 
Have a seat. 

Hopart (Sitting): Ah! Thank you. 

Satty: Do you know why Ambrose 
asked you to come in? 

Hopart: Don’t you know? 

Sautiy: All I know is that Amby has 
sent for several of his clients — — 


Good 


Hopart: Several of his clients? Oh. I 
rather thought he just wanted me... 
perhaps for a television play or some- 
thing. 

SaLLy: I’m sorry, Mr. Sanborn. I 
didn’t mean to mislead you. He 
doesn’t have a play for you, though. 

Hosart: No, I suppose not. Really, 
Miss Cartwright, if you could only 
have known the great star I once 
was in the legitimate theatre. 

Satty: I know. I’ve read all about 
you. 

Hosart: You can’t possibly know. 

Sa.tLy: Anyway, you are on television. 
You do those men’s wear commer- 
cials where you sit on a white horse 
or a pile of oranges or something, 
looking distinguished. 


Hosart (Brightening a little): No one 





looks quite as distinguished as I do, 
you must admit. 

SaLiy: Of course. So, as I was saying, 
the meeting this afternoon includes 
several of Amby’s clients. He wants 
them here to make an impression on 
Joy Darling. 

Hopart: Who on earth is she? 

Satity (J/ncredulous): 
biggest glamour queen in Hollywood, 
that’s all. 

Hopart: If she’s that big, I’m quite 
sure Ambrose doesn’t have her for a 
client. 

Satiy: Mr. Sanborn! That isn’t very 
kind. 


Hopart: Oh, I mean no slur to Am- 


She’s only the 


brose’s ability as an agent. You and 
I know he’s one of the best. But he 
doesn’t push himself enough. 

SautLy: I know what you mean. He’s 
always so busy doing things for his 
clients, he never does anything for 
himself. 

Hosart: How did he 
Darling? 

Sauiy: A friend introduced them at a 
party, 
reading 


meet this Joy 


and Ambrose remembered 

that Miss Darling had re- 
cently fired her agent. 

Hoparr: I wish him luck. He’ll prob- 
ably get Miss Darling the best pic- 
tures and personal appearances in 
the world, and get himself the lowest 
agency fee in the world. 

SALLY: Let’s hope he manages, by some 
stroke of luck, to get himself not 


only Joy Darling, but a good agency 
fee! 
Hopart: 


That would be something! 

Sautty: By the way, do you have the 
afternoon paper? 

Hopart: No, why? 


SALLY: Oh, nothing. I’m just inter- 
ested in the theatrical reviews. 

Hosart (Smiling): Why, is there one 
about you? 

Sau.y: I don’t think so. 
to see the paper to... 


I’d just like 

(At this point, 

Harry Joey comes bounding in. He 
runs to SALLY.) 

Harry: Darling, we just have time to 
make the second show at the Para- 
mount. Come, fly with me to the pop- 
corn stand, and I’ll buy you anything 
you want. 

SALLY: As long as it’s popcorn; I know, 
Harry. 

Harry: My intentions good, 
though, Sally, my sweet. Say, you 
said Amby wanted me. What can I 
do to help the greatest agent in 
New York? 

Hospart: Ambrose sent for you, too? 
Do I understand, Miss Cartwright, 
that I am to share in this bit of non- 
sense with Harry Joey, the world’s 
worst comedian? 

Harry: Just a minute, there, Hobart. 
At least I wear 
commercials for a living. 


are 


don’t do men’s 

You're 
the man who created Crackpot, the 
Clown! 

Harry: So what’s wrong with that? 
The kids like it. 

Hosart: Yes, that’s true. It must be 
nice to know you have a _ public 
that’s a match for your mentality. 

Harry: Hey, just a minute, Hobart. 
I’ll bet you couldn’t play the part 
of a clown if you wanted to. 

Hopart: No? IT'll have you know 
when I was younger, I played the 
fool in King Lear. 

Harry: Well, see, that’s the difference 


Hopartr: No, of course not. 





between the two of us. J know when 
to stop. 

Hopart: Joey, one more crack like 
that, and, so help me, I'll... 

Sautiy: For heaven’s sake, you two. 
You’re supposed to be here to help 
Amby. 

Harry: I’m sorry, Sally. You know 
Sanborn and I would do anything to 
help Amby. Do you remember the 
time Amby booked into a 
Brooklyn theatre by offering the 
manager a discount on my salary? 

Hopart: You never knew the differ- 
ence because the discount 
Ambrose’s agency fee! 

Sa.iy: He gave up his entire fee to get 
you a job? 

Harry: Of course. 

Hopart: You should have seen one 
turkey I was in — one of the few, of 
course. Almost nobody came to see 
it, and I found out later that the 
little audience we did have was pro- 
vided by Ambrose. Amby used his 
part of the money to buy people 
tickets, just to keep the show going 
longer! 

Harry: Speaking of shows, how did 
yours go last night, Sally? 

SALLY: Pretty well, I thought. 
then, how can I judge? 

Harry: Was there a review in this 
morning’s paper? 

Sat.y: I bought every edition of every 
paper this morning. There wasn’t a 
word. 

Hopart: Wait a minute, you two. 
What 7s all this? What are you talk- 
ing about? 

Harry: Hobart, where have you been? 
Sally starred in a musical comedy 
that opened last night. 


me 


was 


But 


Hopart: Oh, come on, now. How 
could that be possible? She’s still 
working for Ambrose as a secretary, 
isn’t she? 

SALLY: Oh, it wasn’t as big as all that. 
It was a little off-Broadway theatre 
downtown. Chances are the papers 
are going to ignore it. 

Harry: Never mind. Don’t underrate 
off-Broadway productions. Some- 
times people who are successful off- 
Broadway become stars over night. 

Hopart: That’s true. Well, now I 
know why you wanted to see the 
afternoon paper. 

Say: It was silly. I just thought... 
oh, forget it for now. We have a job 
to do. Did either of you see Laura 
Clyde on the way here? 

Harry: I saw her at the TV studios 
this morning. She said she’d be a 
little late. 

Hosart: I shall be overjoyed to see 
Laura again. It’s been quite a while 
since we’ve exchanged pleasantries. 

Harry: You know something? Laura 
and I both do comedy, yet our acts 
are entirely different. 

Hopsarr: Of course. Hers is funny! 

SALLY: Please, Mr. Sanborn. Let’s not 
start that again. 

Hosart: But the nerve of this buffoon, 
comparing himself to one of Eng- 
land’s greatest comediennes , 
the Laura Clyde! 
(Laura breezes in at this precise 
moment. ) 

Laura: Thank you, duckie. Good 
evening, ladies and gentlemen. Tor 
my opening number, I shall perform 
an old English folk song, called “I’m 
a Silly Goose, but I’ll Take a Gander 
at You’. Professor, please. 


incomparable 





Hopart (Advancing): Laura, my dear, 
you are as charming as ever. (Kisses 
her hand) 

Laura: Hobart Sanborn! What a de- 
lightful surprise! What are you 
doing here? 

Hopart: The same thing you are, I’m 
afraid. 

SaLLy (Interrupting): Look, now. 
down, everybody, and let me brief 
you. Amby will be here in a minute. 

Laura: All right, Sally. (AW sit.) 

Satty: Now. Amby is trying to get 
Joy Darling as a client. She’s com- 
ing up here in a little while to dis- 
cuss the whole thing with him. 

Laura: Joy Darling! I heard she fired 
her agent. 

Harry: Yeah. So did I. It would 
mean a lot of money for Amby! 

Laura: I’ll say. She’s the highest-paid 
actress in Hollywood! 

Harry: I hope Amby handles the deal 
right. You know, if Amby were 
more hard-boiled, he’d be the most 
successful agent in New York. He’s 
terrific with producers, he has an un- 


Sit 


canny knack for discovering talent- 


but he gives the stars he represents 
the shirt off his back! 
LauRA: He can’t get a bad deal from 


Joy Darling. Even if he gets only 
two per cent of her salary, he'll be a 
wealthy man. 

Harry: That’s true enough. But he 
should get ten per cent and other 
benefits besides. He needs to look 
out for his own welfare once in a 
while. 

Sau.Ly: We can worry about that later. 
Right now, we have to get Joy 
Darling to sign with Amby. It 
would certainly be a wonderful thing 


to have a big, successful star in this 
agency. 

Harry: Never mind, Sally. I’m not 
exactly unsuccessful. Do you know 
how many viewers see Crackpot the 
Clown? 

Hopart: I know one who doesn’t. 

LaurA: Oh, that’s right. You are on 
that kiddie show, aren’t you, Harry? 
Do you think they can work in an 
English character sometime? 

Hosart: He’s lucky they work in the 
clown. 

Harry: Now, that’s not true. 

Sat.y: Look, Harry. Nobody’s criti- 
cizing your abilities. Just remember, 
when .. . Amby! (AmBROSE BaAIN- 
BRIDGE enters with Dora MartIn- 
DALE.) 

AmBROSE: Good afternoon, all. Now, 
Miss Martindale, I’ve told you a 
million times. This afternoon’s con- 
ference is very important. 

Dora: How important can it be? Is 
this the group you're conferring 
with? (Indicates actors) 
The conference can’t be much at 
that rate. What are you planning to 
do? Send them each out to a sepa- 
rate street corner to sell pencils? 

AMBROSE: Now, just a minute, Miss 
Martindale. I won’t have you... 

Dora: All right. All right. Don’t be 
touchy. Look. What I have to say 
won’t take a minute. You are not 
exactly the most successful agency 
in New York, right? 

AmBROSE: Well, I admit that I... 

Dora: Right or wrong? 

AmBrosE: Right. Right. 

Dora: My agency is moderately suc- 
cessful, right? 

AmpBrosE: Moderately. Moderately. 


various 





Dora: What do you say to a partner- 
ship? 

AMBROSE: What? A partnership? You 
and me? Partners? Are you crazy? 

Dora: No. Not at all. In this en- 
velope is a legal contract that would 
make us partners under a set-up I 
think you would like. (Removes en- 
velope from purse) 

AMBROSE: But why would you want to 
be my partner in the agency business? 

Dora: Look. You're not as successful 
financially as 1 am. You can use me. 
What’s the difference between us? 

AMBROSE: I’m in a hurry. 

Dora: No. Now look. Be serious. 
Think for a minute. You and I 
differ in one important way. You're 
a terrific agent. You get good jobs 
for your people, even though your 
clients aren’t much. You know how 
to develop talent. But you’re too 


soft. You don’t make any money be- 

cause you worry about everybody 

else and never consider yourself. 
AMBROSE: But that’s not a great crime. 


Dora: Look. With me as a partner, 
you could go on being your charming 
self and let me handle the things 
you're not good at. I’m pretty hard- 
boiled when I want to be. 

AMBROSE: Yes, I know. 

Dora: I’ll be your buffer, your shield. 
I’ll be the nasty one. You be the 
clever agent. (Pushing contract at 
him) Read the paper. (He removes 
contract from envelope and looks at it 
quickly.) Well? 

AMBROSE: It looks pretty good, of 
course, but. . . 

Dora: But what? 

AmMBROSE: I can’t tell you. I can’t even 
discuss it or consider it right now. 
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What we’re doing here is extremely 
important to me. Please see me to- 
morrow. 

Dora: Really, Mr. Bainbridge. You 
are very vexing. It is important 
that I have your answer right away. 

AMBROSE: I’m sorry. I can’t give it. 
That’s final. See me later. ‘Bye 
now, Miss Martindale. 

Dora: You might be sorry. Tomorrow 
may be too late. 

AMBROSE: Tomorrow may be very dif- 
ferent, too. 

Dora: What do you mean by that? 

AmBrosE: ’Bye now, Miss Martindale. 

Dora: Very well. But I shall return. 
(She storms out.) 

Harry: And you can be sure she will, 
Amby. 

AMBROSE: I don’t care. I won’t need 
her or anyone else if I can get Joy 
Darling to hire me. 

Satty: You could use Miss Martin- 
dale’s offer, though, Amby. Don’t 
you think so? 

AmsroseE: Not if I get Joy Darling. 

Satty: But suppose Joy Darling 
doesn’t sign? Then what? 

AmBrOSE: Well, it is true that we can’t 
go on like this much longer. We're 
hardly making enough to pay the 
electric bill. 

Sat.ty: Do you think Dora Martindale 
will wait? Maybe she’ll take her 
offer to somebody else. 

AMBROSE: I'll just have to take that 
chance. If Joy Darling signs with 
me, I don’t want Dora Martindale 
taking half of all the fees. 

Laura: Will Joy Darling really come 
here, Ambrose? 

AmBroseE: Of course. This is the story. 
She was interested in some ideas I 





had for her, and she said she might 
hire me. But wanted to see 
what kind of agency I have, and 
what other clients I handle. 

Hopanrt: In that case, you were smart 
to have me come. But why did you 
ask Crackpot the Clown? Do you 
want to ruin the whole thing? 

Laura: Oh, Hobart. 
Harry isn’t so bad. Tell us a joke, 
Harry. 

Harry: All right. Let’s see. Yeah. It 
was so hot today 


she 


have a_ heart, 


.. L saw a tongue 
walking down the street with a dog 
hanging out! 

Hosart: Laura, my dear, what were 
you trying to prove? 

Laura: Tell him another one, Harry. 

Harry: All right. Uh... funny thing 
happened to me on my way here 
today. 

Hopsart: Oh, ye gods! 

Harry: A tramp asked me for a dime 
for a cup of coffee. So I gave him a 
dime, and he gave me a cup of 
coffee! 

Hosarr: Ambrose, is it really true that 
you turned Bob Hope to 
represent this individual instead? 

AmBroseE: It’s just as Miss Martindale 
said ... I’m too soft! Come on, now, 
let’s get down to business. Where 
are the Four Noises? Did you call 
them, Sally? 

SaLuy: I called the Big Noise himself, 
and he said they’d be here. 

AMBROSE: Well, they’re not, and it’s 
past time. 

Harry: By the way, Amby, have you 


down 


seen the afternoon paper? 
AmBroseE: No, I haven’t. 
too busy. Why? 
Sauiy: Never mind, Harry. 


I’ve been 


9 


~ 


8 


Harry: Sally was in a play last night, 
Amby. 

AMBROSE: I know. Oh! 
to look for reviews. 
Satty: Never mind, Amby. 

aren’t any reviews. 

AMBROSE: Shhh! I think somebody’s 
coming down the hall. (VIOLA 
SHARPE arrives at the door.) 

Viota: Mr. Bainbridge? 

AmBROSE: I’m Mr. Bainbridge. 

Viota: How do you do. I am Viola 
Sharpe, personal companion of Miss 
Joy Darling. Is everything ready 
for Miss Darling’s arrival? 

AMBROSE: Well, I guess so. 

Vio.a (Looking around): Can he (Indi- 
cates Harry) move his feet in a 
little? I don’t want Miss Darling to 
trip. 

AMBROSE: Certainly. 
mind? 

Harry: Not at all. I could sit back- 
wards on the chair, if you want, 
Amby. (He tries it.) 

AMBROSE: Please, Harry. (HARRY re- 
sumes normal position.) 

Vioua: Ask your secretary not to type- 
write while Miss Darling is here, Mr. 
Bainbridge. It gives Miss Darling a 
headache. 

AmBrose: Of course. You heard that, 
didn’t you, Sally? 

Sau.y (Faking a salute): Yes, sir. 
just sit here and loaf. 

AMBROSE: Fine. 

ViotA (Dubiously): Well, I suppose 
everything is as orderly as can be ex- 
pected. All right, everyone. (An- 
nouncing) Miss Joy Darling is now 
down the hall and approaching this 
office. Please be ready. 

Laura: What, no trumpet? 


You wanted 


There 


Harry, do you 


I'll 





AMBROSE: You may tell Miss Darling 
to come right in. 

Vio.a: Thank you. (Frits) 

AMBROSE: This is it, everybody. Now 
look. Try to make a good impres- 


sion. Let her think you're each big 
in your field. She’s probably never 
heard of any of you, but we might 
get away with it. 

Harry: We're with you, Amby. 

Laura: Good show. 

Hopart: I'll try. 

AMBROSE: Good. (Gets some scripts 
from desk and gives them out) Here. 
Be studying scripts, as though you 
have a part in something. 

Sau.Ly: I hear them coming. 

AMBROSE: Put it on thick, now. (VIOLA 
re-enters, followed by Joy DARLING.) 

Viota: Miss Joy Darling. 

AMBROSE: Miss Darling! This is a 
pleasure! 

Joy: Ambrose, sweetie. You may call 
me Joy. 

AMBROSE: It will Miss 
Pleasure. I... I mean it will be a 
pleasure, Miss... I mean, Joy. 


be a Joy, 


Joy: I am so anxious to meet your 
clients. Anyone with ideas as bright 
as yours must have a wonderful col- 
lection of stars. 

AMBROSE: Oh, we do, we do. 

Joy: Name a few for me. 

AMBROSE: Well, let’s see. . . I 
well . . . I'll introduce you around 
the office. This is my secretary, 
Sally Cartwright. 

Joy: How do you do. 

SALLY: Pleased to meet you, Joy. 

Joy: You may call me Miss Darling. 

SALLY (Deflated): Oh. 

Joy (Turning, speaking to AMBROSE): 
She’s pretty. I don’t allow that. 


AMBROSE: What? 

Joy: Pretty secretaries. We must keep 
all attention on the star. (/ndicates 
herself) 

AMBROSE: Oh. Well, Sally isn’t really 
that pretty, Joy. And she could muss 
up her hair. 

Joy: We'll see. 
do nicely. 

Laura: I don’t think that’s a compli- 
ment. 

AmBROSE: Joy Darling, this is Laura 
Clyde, the famous English star. 

Joy: Really? I’ve never heard of you, 
Miss Clod. 

Laura: Clyde, Miss Darling. Clyde. 

Joy: I’m sorry. What do you do? 

Laura: I’m a comedienne. And I sing. 

Joy: Really? No. I’ve never heard of 
you. 

Laura: That’s a shame. 
lots of things about you. 

Joy: That’s wonderful. That’s all pub- 
licity. Isn’t it, Ambrose, sweetie? 

AMBROSE: Certainly, Joy. Certainly. 
Publicity is everything. And at 
Bainbridge and Bainbridge, you get 
the most unusual, most effective .. . 

Joy: Yes, of course. By the way, 
Ambrose, why do you call the 
agency “Bainbridge and  Bain- 
bridge’? Who’s the other Bain- 
bridge? 

AmproseE: There really isn’t any. I’m 
the only Bainbridge. 

Joy: That’s funny. Why repeat it? 

AMBROSE: It makes the agency sound 
bigger and more important to have 
two names in the title. 

Joy: Oh ,I see. That’s clever. You are 
a clever man. Isn’t he, Viola? 

VioLa: Oh, yes, Miss Darling. 

AMBROSE: Thank you. 


Now, this woman will 


I’ve heard 





Joy (Indicating Harry): Who’s this? 

AmBrosE: Oh. Miss Darling, this is 
Harry Joey, the comedian. 

Joy: Harry Joey? What kind of name 
is that? 

Harry: Maybe you would recognize 
me by the name I use to perform. 
Joy: Who are you when you perform, 

Mr. Joey? 

Harry: Well, you’ve certainly heard of 
Crackpot the Clown? 

Joy: Who the what? 

Harry (Deflated): Crackpot the Clown. 
I appear on that kiddie show. 

Joy: Kiddie show! What do you take 
me for? Do you think I watch that 
sort of thing on television? 

Harry: I just thought you might have 
heard of me. 

Joy: You thought I might recognize 
Crazy the Horse or Clancy the Cop, 
or whatever it is you are? Really! 


Hosart: Nice going, Crackpot. 
Harry: Shut up. 


Joy: Who is this other gentleman, 
Ambrose? 

AmBrosE: This is Hobart Sanborn .. . 
Joy Darling. I know you’ve heard of 
him. 

Joy: Oh, yes. I have. How do you do, 
Mr. Sanborn. I read about you in a 
history book. History of the drama 
in America. My goodness, Ambrose. 
I thought he was dead. 

Hosart: Really, young lady. The 
only difference in our little conversa- 
tion is that until a few minutes ago, 
I had never heard of you. 

Joy: What? Ambrose. Did you hear 
what he said? Viola, did you hear? 
Vio.a: It certainly can’t be true, Miss 

Darling! 
AmBROSE: Oh, I’m quite sure he’s jok- 


ing. You're really kidding, aren’t 
you, Hobart? 

Hosart: Is this a crime? Sally ex- 
plained who she was to me when I 
arrived. 

AMBROSE: Really, Sally? 

Say: Really and truly. But you have 
to excuse Hobart. (Jnnocenily) After 
all, Miss Darling isn’t exactly his 
type. 

Joy: My dear Miss Cartwheel . . . 

Sauiy: Cartwright. 

Joy: Well, whatever it is. You should 
realize that I am everybody’s type. 
Sauiy: I guess I can’t argue with that. 

You make enough money to prove it! 

Joy: Exactly. Now the question is 
whether or not sweet little Ambrose 
is going to make any of it with me. 
(A young man, Tue Bie Norse, runs 
in. He frightens Joy and she shrieks.) 

Bia Norse (Announcing): Ladies and 
Gentlemen: the Four Noises. (He 
runs to the door just as another man 
and two girls enter. They are snap- 
ping their fingers and beating out a 
typical modern rhythm.) 

Joy (Loudly): Ambrose, what is this? 

AmBrosE: Kids! Stop it! (They do.) 
I’m sorry, Joy. This is the famous 
singing group, the Four Noises. 

Joy: Yes, they certainly are. 

AmBROSE: They’re quite good, really. 

Joy: I can’t say that I want to find out. 
What did you say they were called? 

AmpBrosE: The Four Noises. 

Joy: I’ve never heard of them. 

Vio.a: Neither have I. 

Bia Norse: We can do our latest num- 
ber for you, Miss. I made the ar- 
rangement myself. 

Joy: Ambrose, call him off, will you? 

AmBROSE: Please, Phil. Not now. Just 





stand over there. (They go right, 
snapping their fingers and walking in 
rhythm. They remain there, some- 
what jittery, throughout the following 
dialogue. ) 

Joy: Now, I think we’d better talk 
business, Ambrose. 

AMBROSE: By all means. 

Joy: Well, is this a town meeting, or 
what is it? 

AMBROSE: What do you mean? 

Joy: All these people sitting around 
like an audience. After all, business 
matters are private. 

AMBROSE: But these people don’t 
really care, Joy. I mean, they’re all 
in on each other’s business arrange- 
ments and everything. 

Vioua: I’m sure they’re not in on Miss 
Darling’s arrangements. 

AMBROSE: I hate to ask them to leave. 

Joy: Why not? You won’t be repre- 
senting them any more. 

AMBROSE: What did you say? 

Joy: I’ve decided I want you to repre- 
sent me. I’m hiring you as my agent. 

AMBROSE: Why, that’s wonderful! Did 
you hear that, Sally? 

SALLY: Congratulations, Amby. 
is a great step forward for you. 

AMBROSE: Thank you, Joy. Thank 
you very much. I’m very honored. 


This 


Vioxa: You certainly are! 


Joy: So, of course, that’s why you 
won’t be representing these assorted 
characters any more. 

AMBROSE: Won’t be rep . . . but why 
not? 

Joy: You don’t think I'd have an agent 
representing me who was also repre- 
senting a crew of people like this, do 
you? 

AmBROSE: But you don’t understand. 
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This is an agency. 
clients . . . my stars! 

Joy: Really? You mean this five-and- 
ten Beatrice Lillie here, and Joey 
the Crackpot, over there? And this 
one... the mummy’s ghost? Not to 
mention the jittery little troupe over 
there. They all have to go. Or J go. 

AmBrROSE: Oh, surely you don’t mean 
that. 

Joy: You must choose between us. 

Harry: Amby, look. I see you’re in a 
tough position, so I won’t make it 
hard on you. Don’t worry about me. 
’ll just go. Take your big chance 
while you have it. 

Laura: Yes, of Ambrose. 
Harry is right. Don’t even consider 
any of us. There are other agents 
who will represent us. This is your 
golden opportunity. 

Hopart: True, Laura, my dear. Miss 
Darling is obviously a gold mine, 
Ambrose. Don’t think twice about 
it. 

Sat.ty: Amby, I’m willing to do any- 
thing that’s best for your future. 
But isn’t it a little unfair to your 
clients to let them walk off... I 
mean... well, who does she think 
she is? 

AMBROSE: Sally, please. 
you feel. Miss Darling, maybe you 
don’t know it, but I’m the only 
agent in New York who will take 
these people. 
successful, I guess. These people are 
my friends. They have no other 
place to go. The fact that they’d 
leave and let me represent you, with- 
out interfering, proves their friend- 
ship. I can’t let them walk out. I 
won’t let them go. 


These are my 


course, 


I know how 


I’m really not very 





Joy: Very touching, I’m sure. Well, 
you may wish to hang on to this 
moth-eaten rogues’ gallery of yours, 
but I have my publicity to think 
about. I’ve had at least three other 
offers from 
begging. 

Harry: No, but Amby might. Really, 
Amby. This is your chance. Don’t 
be silly. 

AMBROSE: My mind is made up, Harry. 
I’m sorry, Miss Darling. 

Joy: Well, you’re either a hero or 
crazy. In either case you're not 
going to be my agent. Viola, we’re 
going. 

Vio.a: Very well, Miss Darling. (They 
exit.) 


agents. I won’t go 


Sauiy (Jumping up from her desk and 
throwing her arms around AMBROSE): 
Amby, I love you! 

AmBroseE: Good. Marry me and there 
really will be two Bainbridges in the 
agency. Both starving 

Saut.ty: Never mind. You stood up for 
your principles. That’s what’s im- 
portant. 

Hoxwart: Really, Ambrose. It 

wonderfu! of you to stand by us. 

Amby 

Let’s go our 


merry way and try to make some 


Was 


Harry: Come on, everybody. 
has enough trouble. 
money for him and for us 

Hopart: Excellent 

Laura: Right 
rings) 

Hopart (Ansu 
closest to the 
bridge and Bainbridge. 


with you. (Telephone 
by CAUNR he is 
Hello, Bain- 

Ne, young 
lady, this is not Sally Cartwright. 
Do I sound like a Sally Cartwright 
to you? (Pause) Just a moment, 


ring 


phone iL 


please. (Covers phone with his hand 


and addresses SALLY) Sally, this is a 


long-distance call from Hollywood. 
They claim someone is interested in 
talking to you about a movie con- 
tract. 

SaLLty: To me? Movie contract? But 
who would... Oh! I know. That 
must be Jack Schwartz! He calls up 
every so often from wherever he is 
and plays some crazy joke on me. 
Tell him to call me later. 

Hopart: Really! (Uncovers phone) 
Please inform Mr. Jack Schwartz 
that he may call Miss Cartwright 
later. (Hangs up immediately) 

Bic Noise: Hey, Amby. Before we 
leave, I want to tell you the latest. 
We’re comin’ into the chips. We 
have a recording date. 

AmpBroseE: You do? 

Bia Notse: Yep. And we are sure this 
one’s gonna be a big hit. 

Satty: What makes you so sure? 

Bia Norse: Well, it’s not a professional 
recording. We do it in a booth in the 
shooting gallery near Broadway and 
Forty-third Street. I do solo, the 
rest do the ‘do do wah’s” and the 
gunfire in the background is really 
wild, man. 

Harry: You know, I think that might 
sell. 

Laura: Let’s go. (They exit, leaving 
AMBROSE and SALLY alone. AMBROSE 
sits down, head in hands.) 

Sat.ty: I know how you feel, Amby. 
But the satisfaction of 
knowing didn’t desert 


you have 


you your 
friends. 

AmBrosE: Yes, I know. Why do I 
have to be such a hero? Anybody 
else would have jumped at the 
chance to represent Joy Darling at 





any cost. But not old Ambrose. 
“Old Faithful.” Stand back, Sally. 
I’m about to erupt. 

SaLLy: It’s a shame. Say, what about 
Dora Martindale? She wants to form 
a partnership with you. Was that 
agreement any good? 

AMBROSE: Not bad. She still would 
have the biggest share, really, but it 
wasn’t bad. 

SALLY: Will you sign it? 

AmBROSE: [ have to. 
downhill here. But since I prac- 
tically threw her out before, she 


We're going 


probably doesn’t want me any more. 
SaLLy: Why don’t you call her? 
AMBROSE: No. I couldn’t. Not only 
am I a hero, but I have too much 
pride. Why don’t you try to get a 
job with another agency? 
SALLY: Because no other clients are as 
wacky as yours. 
AMBROSE: You say that 
(TELEGRAPH Boy enters.) 
Boy: Telegram for Miss Sally Cart- 
wright. (Looks at what is in his hand) 
Wait. 7'wo telegrams for Miss Sally 
Cartwright. 

SALLY: Two telegrams? 

AMBROSE: What are they, Sally? 

Boy: Would you sign first, please? I’m 
very busy. 

SaL.y: Oh, certainly. (She does, and 
takes the telegrams.) 

AMBROSE (Tipping the boy): Here you 
are. 

Boy: Thank you. (zits) 

AmBROSE: Open them, Sally. What do 
you suppose it is? 

Sau.y (Tearing at the telegrams): I have 
no idea. (DoRA MARTINDALE strides 
into the room, carrying a newspaper 


can again. 


under her arm.) 


Dora: Now see here, Ambrose Bain- 
bridge. I know 
what’s going on here. 

AmMBROSE: You do? What is it? 

Dora: Don’t be funny. So you threw 
over Joy Darling, huh? 

AmBrose: Well, not exactly. 

Dora: Don’t not exactly me. 


I am not a fool. 


I know 
why you threw her over. 

AmBroseE: Well, what could I do? 

Dora: I still don’t see how you figured 
it out. But you did. I didn’t know 
you had it in you to see a good thing, 
even when it was right under your 
nose! But you were smart enough to 
let even Joy Darling go to sign Sally 
Cartwright! 

AMBROSE: Who's Sally Cartwright? 

Sauy: I’m Sally Cartwright, Amby. 

AMBROSE: Qh, of 
what did I sign her for? 


course. | 


Dora: Ambrose Bainbridge! Are you 
being deliberately coy, or aren’t we 
talking about the same thing? 

AmBrose: If you came over to shout at 
me, I’m not interested. If you came 
over to talk partnership, please start 
talking. 

Dora (Confused): Oh! Partnership! 
Yes. Well, you saw the 
contract. Are you interested? (Phone 

’ll get that for you. 

You sit there and think. (She answers 

Hello, Mr. Bainbridge’s 
office, Dora Martindale speaking. 
(To SAuiy AMBROSE) 
long-distance call from Hollywood, 
and the “Who’s Jack 
Schwartz?” 

Satty (Laughing): Oh, V’ll take that. 
(She does.) Hello, Jack. You cer- 
tainly picked a fine time to 
what? .. . This isn’t Jack Schwartz? 


Of course. 
rings again. 
the phone.) 
It’s a 


and 


man 


says, 





... Oh, I’m terribly sorry. M-G-M 
wants me to what? . . . Would you 
say that once more, slowly? 
Look, can I call you back in about 
an hour? ... Thank you very much. 
(Hangs up) 

AmBrose: What was that? 

SaL.y: Well, it wasn’t Jack Schwartz. 
It was a representative from M-G-M. 
They want me for a screen test! 

AmsBroseE: But why . . . wait a minute! 
You opened in that musical last 
night! You were in that show! 

Satty: Do you _ think 
about it? 

AMBROSE: 


they know 


Certainly. They have 
scouts everywhere. See what those 
telegrams say. 

Sanity: All 


reads) “Congratulations on the most 


right. (Opens them and 
brilliant musical comedy perform- 
ance of the entire season. Signed— 
(Insert of critic or celebrity. 
Reads next “A brilliant per- 
formance! Most promising star I’ve 
Signed— 

(Another insert) Amby! (She throws 


MUAN 
one) 
seen in five years. 
her arms around his neck.) 
Dora: Well, Mr. Bainbridge. 


sign her up. 


Let’s 

She might be better 
than Joy Darling. 

AMBROSE: She is better than . . . say, 
wait a minute. Did you know all 
about this, Miss Martindale? 

Dora: About what? 

AmBroseE: About Sally’s success. 

Dora: Of course. I keep my eyes and 
ears open. I’m really going to be an 
asset to you. Roscoe Smart tipped 

me off this morning that he was 

going to write a rave review on Sally 
for this afternoon’s paper. His re- 
view alone can make a star! 


AMBROSE: So you wanted to cash in on 
Sally. That’s the only reason you 
offered me a partnership! 

Dora: Certainly. I knew she’d never 
sign with anybody but you. But I 
knew you wouldn’t go into partner- 
ship with me if you knew about 
Sally. 
for it. 

Sau.y: Miss Martindale is right about 
this much, Amby. She 7s shrewd. 

Dora: Well, it’s no secret any more. 
It’s all over New York by now. 

Sauiy: ‘And I didn’t even know it! 

AmBROSE: Do you have that review? 

Dora: What do you think this is? 
(Produces newspaper she 
holding. AMBROSE takes it.) 

AmBrosE: There it is, all right. (Looks 
at it very quickly) Listen to this 
part: “Undoubtedly the brightest 
element in the show is its star, Sally 
Cartwright. She is not just pretty; 
she is thoroughly charming. She is 
not just a singer; she is a very fine 
singer and a talented actress as well. 
Her every word, every inflection, 
every gesture Rarely 
have I seen an audience so capti- 


There would be no reason 


has been 


is perfect. 


vated; rarely have I been so capti- 
vated myself by a performer in the 
theatre. There is no doubt about it. 
Sally Cartwright is the next big star 
of the Broadway stage. Here is 
another Gertrude Lawrence, another 
Mary Martin.” 

Sauuy: I can’t believe it! 

Dora: Now, Mr. Bainbridge. About 
the legal arrangements. I think we 
should... 

Ambrose: I don’t think we need any 
legal arrangements now, Miss Mar- 
tindale. 





Dora: But, of course we do. You’re 
still the same person. You can still 
use me. Remember? Your buffer? 
Your shield? 

AMBROSE: I don’t need the buffer or 
shield any more, Miss Martindale. 
Dora: Then you mean you're not in- 

terested in a partnership? 

AmBROSE: Oh, yes. I’m interested in a 
partnership. (Puts around 
SALLY) But not necessarily a busi- 
ness partnership. Let’s say, a private 
one. 

Satty: Amby! We can be Bainbridge 
and Bainbridge . . . and not be starv- 
ing! (Detivery Boy enters with 
huge bouquet of flowers.) 

Boy: Flowers for Miss Sally Cart- 
wright. 

Dora: I'll take them. (She does and 
hands them to SAuuy the Boy 
leaves.) Here, Sally. Here’s an en- 
gagement present for you. You've 
had much better luck with him 
than I’ve had. 

Sautty: Thank you. (Puts flowers on 
desk. Telephone rings. She answers.) 
Hello? Yes, this is Miss Cartwright. 
(Pause) What kind of contract? 


arm 


as 


Dora: Mr. Bainbridge, I’m leaving. 
Your success is beginning to bother 
me. (SALLY continues on the phone. 
Dora attempts to leave, but almost 
walks into the TELEGRAPH Boy, who 
enters left.) 

Boy: Three more telegrams for Miss 
Cartwright. 

AmBROSE: She’s on the phone. Wait a 
minute. 

Satty (Hanging up the phone): V'll 
take them. (Phone rings again.) Oh! 
Wait a minute. (Answers it) Hello? 
(Talks under following dialogue) 

Dora: This time I’m really leaving, if 
I can get out your door. 

AMBROSE: Goodbye, Miss Martindale. 
Oh, by the way. If you’re inter- 


ested in making a lot of money, I 
understand Joy Darling is looking 
for an agent. If you can stand her! 


Dora: I can’t and I won’t. I’m leav- 
ing before I lose any more ground. 
With your luck, the next teen-age 
sensation will probably be Crackpot 
the Clown! (Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Jump For Joy 


Characters: 7 male; 7 female. 
Playing Time: 30 minutes. 


Costumes: Everyday modern dress. Joy 
Darling should be dressed as a_ typical 
movie queen; she might wear a fur piece, 
costume jewelry, etc. 

Properties: Pocket watch for Hobart; purse, 
envelope with contract, newspaper for 
Dora; scripts; telegrams; bouquet of 
flowers. 
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Setting: The office of Ambrose Bainbridge, a 
theatrical agent in New York City. There 
is a desk just right of center. On top of the 
desk are a typewriter, a telephone, and 
other office equipment. Behind the desk 
may be filing cabinets, a clothes tree, etc. 
There is a door at left. Near the door is a 
television set, facing the desk at an angle 
Between the desk and the door is a row of 
straight chairs. Theatrical posters are hung 
on the walls, and, if possible, there should 
be windows indicated on the upstage walls. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


ANYONE FOR THE Moon? 
(Play on pages 1-10) 


Characters: 7 male; 3 female; male extras 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern, everyday dress for Theo- 
doric, Celestine, and Hebe. In Scene 2, 
Celestine wears blue jeans and a pony tail. 
The visitors from Phobos and Deimos wear 
leather jackets, and have goggles or dark 
glasses pushed up on their foreheads. Cecil 
is dressed in blue jeans and a sweater, as 
befits a fugitive from the Beat Generation. 
He sports a small pointed beard and horn- 
rimmed glasses. Nikki is dressed like a 
farmer. The ringworkers and workmen 
from the cheese mines wear coveralls. The 
Visitor is dressed in a conservative suit and 
homburg. He slim black um- 
brella, 

Properties: Piece of rope tinsel, for Celestine; 
large ‘‘mail order catalogue,” for Theodoric; 
red wagon, rope, and blanket, for Cecil; 
curtain stretcher, for Sam; netting or trans- 
parent curtain, for Joe. 

Setting: SCENES 1 and 3: Theodoric’s office, on 
the Moon. At stage left is a large globe of 
the world, and, hanging on the wall, a 
large chart showing a picture of a man, and 
labelled, “Earth Specimen’. There is a 
desk covered with papers, several chairs, 
and a large wastebasket. Other furnishings 
may be added if desired. SceNE 2: Before 
curtain. No set is required. 


carries a 


Lighting: No special effects. 


Sound: Sound of a dog barking, as indicated. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


FAREWELL TO CALVIN 
(Play on pages 11-22) 


Characters: 3 male; 4 female 

Playing Time: 30 minutes 

Costumes: Modern dress. Webb wears dark 
slacks and an open-collared white shirt 
upon entering. Howard wears a business 
suit. Grace wears an attractive dress and 
small tea apron on first’ appearance; she 
later wears an evening wrap over her dress. 
Joyce and Diana are dressed in suitable 
party clothes. 

Properties: Jacket and tie, portable type- 
writer and a dozen tin can labels for Webb; 
apple, for Penny; newspaper, for Howard; 
market basket and fancy table searf, for 
Grace; order blank, for Webb. 

Setting: The living room of the Andrews’ 
home. At center back is an opening which 
leads into front hall. Offstage right is the 
front door; offstage left are the stairs lead- 
ing to basement and floor above. A door at 
left of stage connects with the rear of the 
house. At downstage right are a table and 
chair. The divan is downstage left. Hang- 
ing on the left wall downstage from door is 
a small mirror. Behind table right is a 
wastebasket. Other furnishings and decora- 
tions may be added to give the room a com- 
fortable appearance 

Lighting: No special effects 





Part Two 


Middle Grades 





Prize-winning Play 


The Invisible Dragon of 
Winn Sinn Tu 


by Rosemary G. Musil 


(Characters 
Tot DraGon 
Wun Sun Tv, a student magician 
PEASANT 
PEACH BLOossoM 
BARON 
SETTING: A Chinese village. 
Ar Rise: The stage is empty. Chinese 
music is heard up and under, fading 
as WUN Sun Tu enters, whistling. He 
pauses at center, notices the pit or 
space in front of stage, and looks down 
into it 
‘uN Sun Tu: Aha, water! And where 
there is water, sometimes there is a 
fish for a hungry man’s dinner! 
(Looks about) If only I had a fishing 
pole and a worm, I would. . . (Stops 
and purses lips) There I go, forget- 
ting that I have just completed a 
course in magic! The students there 
were taught to produce a fishing 
pole by magic. Let's see now. How 
did it go? Oh, yes! You clap your 
hands three times and bow to the 
left (Does so), bow to the right 
(Does so), then bow to your audience 
(Bows). Then you snap your fingers 
(Does so), and a fishing line will drop 


This play was awarded First Prize in the Lower and 
Middle Grade Category of the recent contest conducted 


by PLAYS. 


out of your (Starts to shake sleeve)... 
sleeve ... into... your... (Shakes 
head sadly, drops to the floor cross- 
legged, his head in hands). 1 knew it 
wouldn’t work. Magic works for 
every magician in the school except 
me! The Master Magician said that 
it is beeause I have no faith in my- 
self, and he is right. I am a coward! 
Every time I go to perform my magic 
in front of somebody, I get butter- 
flies inside my stomach, start shak- 
ing up and down and, in general, 
make a clown of myself. (Jumps up 
suddenly) I know! Suppose you 
don’t look at me — that’s it. If you 
don’t look, maybe I’ll get confidence 
in myself and be able to perform the 
magic trick. Now close your eyes, 
Put your hands over 
your eyes; that’s right. Thank you 
so very much. Now stay that way, 
please do, till I perform the trick. 
Now ... 1 bow to the right. (Acts 
out previous routine again, then puts 


everyt TT dy. 


hand inside coat sleeve, and looks 
chagrinned.) It didn’t work. There 
is no fishing pole. One of you 
peeked. Yes you did, I know you 
must have. Because I really know 
how to perform magic — it’s just 





that I am shy with people! (Folds 
hands inside coat, then suddenly draws 
them slowly out of sleeve) Wait a mo- 
ment. What’s this? (Draws out long 
string) A fishing rod? It is! I did per- 
form the magic trick. (Jerks at 
string) No, I didn’t. It’s just a 
string hanging down from my coat 
sleeve. Oh well, I might as well use 
it. (Jerks it off and pulls it out) Now 
if I had a bent pin. (Searches in his 
clothing) Aha, here is one. (Attaches 
it to string) Now if I could only find 
a worm. (Searches on ground) Worm, 
worm, where are you, little worm? 
Come, come, I need you on the end 
of my line. Oh, well. Maybe some 
hungry fish will bite without a worm. 
(Sits, takes off sandals and ties the end 
of the string to his big toe. He lies 
back, crosses leg and dangles string 
over pit.) There’s more than one way 
to catch a fish, and I might as well 
be comfortable. I’ll sing to the fish. 


Maybe he will get angry when he 


hears my sandpaper voice and bite 

on my hook to stop me. (Sings) 

Oh there once was a dragon from 
Winn Sinn Tu, 

An invisible dragon was he, 

He came to the aid of one who was 
brave 

When a magic word spoken would be. 

(He sits up, alert.) Here now. Where 

did I ever hear those words before? 

My Master 

Magician taught them to me. He 

said that if I couldn’t perform magic, 


Oh, now I remember. 


I should try to find the invisible 
dragon of Winn Sinn Tu, and the 
dragon would help me. You see, the 
dragon is invisible, so I would pre- 


tend to do magic, but the dragon 


would do what I ordered instead. 
People would think it was I who did 
it because they couldn’t see the 
dragon, of course. Now let’s see. 
There was a magic word he taught 
me to say that would call the dragon 
to me at once. What was that word? 
(Shakes head despairingly, and be- 
gins to pace, beating head with fists.) 
What was the word that would pro- 
duce the magic dragon! (To audience) 
Perhaps you can help me. Try say- 
ing a magic word. Come on, please 
help me. (Jf audience responds, he 
can say the words they suggest and 
If he 


gets no help, he can shake his head 


look each time for dragon. 


and continue.) It was a queer 
word, something like Rickey-tin-tin. 
(DRAGON comes bounding on immedi- 
ately and stands in front of WuN 
Sun Tu, paws up like a dog begging. 
Wun Sun Tv can’t see him, and con- 
tinues to pace.) No, that wasn’t the 
word, but it is close though. What 
was the word? (DraGon attempts to 
show Wun Sun Tu that he ts there by 
pulling at his shirt, tripping him, 
Wvun Sun 
If the audi- 
ence calls attention to the DraGon, 
Wen Sun Tu shakes his head and 
asks them not to tease him. WuN Stn 


pointing to himself, ete. 


Tu zs unaware of him. 


Tu suddenly pauses.) I must re- 
member not to say the word twice 
if I think of it. You see, when I say 
the word once, the dragon appears, 
but no one can see him. I[f I say it 
twice, the dragon becomes visible 
and everybody can see him, and 
that would do me no good, of course. 
And if I say the word three times he 


disappears for rood, SO | must not 





repeat any of the words I have said. 
But, oh, dear. If I did say the word 
once, I couldn’t see the dragon any- 
how! For all I know, I have said the 
word and he is here. And if I say it 
twice — (Shakes head and sits de- 
jectedly) Oh, dear. I am sunk, no 
matter what I do. (DRAGON sits be- 
side him, imitating his every action. 
Wun Sun Tu suddenly jumps up.) I 
have a thought! To do my magic, I 
need confidence. I wonder if I could 
get confidence by pretending I had 
an invisible dragon. By pretending, 
I might fool myself into believing I 
had help to perform my magic, and 
then I could do it. I'll try, and you 
help me. Cross your fingers. Thank 
you. Now. (Shuts eyes and repeats 
slowly three times) “I have an in- 


visible dragon to help me.” 


(Opens 
eyes) Now, I'll do my magic with my 
invisible dragon’s help. First I bow 
to the right. (Repeats routine) Then 
I put my hand inside my sleeve and I 
will pull out a worm. (Does so. As he 
draws hand out, the DRaGon reaches 
down and picks up a worm and drops 
it into his It worked! It 
worked! The worm to me, 
See, it is a worm! (Holding it up) I 
pretended — to 
dragon and it gave me the courage to 
Oh happy 
Now I 
can practice my magic and it will 
work, work, work! (Jumps about 


hand.) 
came 
have an invisible 
make my magic work! 
day! Oh wonderful world! 


ecstatically and bun ps up against a 

PEASANT who comes out on the stage 

with a peach tree which he carefully 
sets on a mat.) 

PEASANT: Stupid dolt! 


Wun Sun Tu: Oh! I beg your pardon! 
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PEASANT: You almost made me drop 
my peach tree! Leave! (Pushes him) 
Get off my land! Go! 

Wun Sun Tu: Now see here! You stop 
pushing me about like this or I'll... 

PEASANT (Flexing his muscles): You'll 
what? 

Wun Sun Tu: I'll send my invisible 
dragon after you and you'll be sorry! 

PEASANT (Astonished): You’ll what? 

Wun Sun Tu: I’m a magician, and I 
can do things to you, so you’d better 
stop pushing me about. 

PEASANT: What things will you do to 
me? 

Wun Sun Tu: I'll... I'll make your 
peach tree disappear into the sea! 
PEASANT: Bah! You are stupid. Go! 

(Pushes again) 

Wun Sun Tu (Desperately): Invisible 
dragon, make the peach tree go! 
(The DraGon bows, then goes behind 
the mat and pulls the peach tree out. 
The PEASANT stands in amazement.) 

PEASANT: Make it stop! Make it come 
back before it slides into the sea! 

Wun Sun Tu: Very well. (Claps hands) 
Invisible dragon, bring the peach 
tree back! (DRAGON bows and slides 
tree back.) 

PEASANT (Grabbing tree up): My tree! 
My peach tree! (Looks fearfull at 
Wun Sun Tu WUN 

1 aggers right and 
dusts his hands.) 

Wun Sun Tu: And let that be a lesson 

good man, not to tamper 


Struts about boastfi ll 4) 


and runs out. 


SuN to the 


to you, my 
with magic! 

Now what ; agic! 
I told you! I told you all along that 


I was a great magician. 


do you think of my 1 


It was just 
that I didn’t have confidence. Now, 
by pretending to have gon 


a dra to 





help me, I can do any trick on earth! 
Oh happy day! (Cavorts about) I'll 
go down to the village of Winn Sinn 
Tu and perform magic tricks in the 
square, and the people will give me 
money! I'll be rich! (Stops cavorting 
and looks around) Let’s see 
Which road do I take to the 


(DRAGON gets in front of 


about 
now. 
village? 
him and motions to the left.) Some- 
thing seems to tell me that I should 
try this direction. Yes, I shall try it. 
Oh, it is wonderful to have confidence 
in What you can do. I should have 
pretended to have an_ invisible 

(Exits. From the 
left, a plank with a door frame and 


dragon long ago 
door and a small tea table and two 
small stools are slid out to the center of 
From behind the 
screen, PEACH BLossom, with a potted 
onto the 
opens the door and st ps oul- 
She sels thi 


the stage center 


plant and trowel, comes 
plan! - 
side. plant down and 
he gins to dig about the roots. 

UN Sun Tt 
lowed by 


tired. 


(Coming from left, fol- 
Whew! I’m 
I’ve walked for miles, and 
the 
here is 


DRAGON): 


haven’t come to village 


Oh, 


who can perhaps tell me in what di- 


yet. 

(Looks about someone 
rection Winn Sinn Tu lies. (Ap- 
proaches PracH Biossom and bows) 
I beg your pardon! 

Pi ACH BLOSSOM (Rise S$ th alarn ie Oh, 

you you are a stranger! 

Wun Sun Tt 


myself. 


: Permit me to introduce 

ft oo 

PEACH Go! once! 
Hurry! (Greatly agitated, she tries to 
push him) 

Wun Sun Tu: Now, see here. 


BLOSSOM: Go at 


I'll be 


very glad to go, if you will only tell 


me the way to the village of Winn 
Sinn Tu. 

Peach Biossom (Shaking her head 
violently): No, no! You must not go 
there either. (Starts pushing again) 
Go back where you came from! 

Wun Sun Tu: Wait a moment. I’m 
tired of being pushed about. If you 
will just tell me the way to the vil- 
lage, I will 

Peacu Buiossom (Buries face in hands 
and cries softly): Oh foolish man! 

Wun Sun Tu: All right, all right. 
Please don’t cry. [ll go. (Turns to 
go, but Dracon holds him by the 
coattails. WuN Sun Tu, thinking that 
Peacn Biossom has changed her 
mind and ts holding him, folds his 
arms and stands grinning.) 

Pracu Biossom (Noting his hesitation 
Oh hurry! Go before the Baron re- 
turns. 

Wun Sun Tu: How can I go when you 
hold on to me! 

Pracu Biossom: Forgive me, I do not 
mean to be rude to one as kind as 
you seem, but if the Baron catches a 
stranger near his castle, he will be 
angry and make the earth quake 
again! 

Wun Sun Tu: 
can’t cause the earth to quake. 


Come now. <A man 


Peach Buiossom (Beginning to cry 


again): He will toss you over the 
mountain and break your bones like 
matchsticks! 

Wun Sun Tu: In that case then, per- 
haps it would be better if | 
(Turns to go but DraGon holds his 
coattails again.) Well, make up your 


mind. Do you want me to stay or 


» 
or 
go. 





Pracu Biossom: I would want you 
to stay, very much, but we dare not 
risk making the Baron angry. 

Wun Sun Tu: And why not? Who is 
this Baron? 

PEACH He is a man who 

possesses a magic gong. When he is 

angry, he strikes it and the earth- 
quake comes. 


BLossomM: 


Whoever else strikes 
it is killed instantly. 

Wun Sun Tu: Poppycock! 

Pracu Biossom: No, it is true. 
about you. 


Look 
Once this castle, these 
lands, even the village of Winn Sinn 
Tu belonged to my father, the right- 
ful Baron. He was good and kind 
and the people loved him and he 
served them well. One day the big 
earthquake came and killed my 
father and many people. Then the 
Baron appeared with the gong and 
said that he had caused the quake, 


and that now the people must obey 


him and make him Baron. I, Peach 

Blossom, who was a Princess, am 

now his servant. He will not toler- 
ate strangers! 
‘uN Sun Tu: Well, I’m not going! I 
would have gone once, but not now. 
You see, now I have discovered a 
great secret about myself, and I am 
no longer afraid. 

Pracu Biossom: A great secret? 

Wun Sun Tu: Yes. 
that I am a coward. 

PEACH 
You joke. 


I’ve disc¢ »vered 


Biossom (Wringing hands): 

You joke when any mo- 
ment 

Wen Sun Tu (Holding up hand to stop 
her): But a coward who can become 
a brave and wonderfully talented 
magician. Watch me. (Repeats words 
to give himse lf confidence ) I have an 


invisible dragon. I have an invisible 
dragon. (DRAGON bows and nods each 
time he says it.) Now, observe. Banish 
the castle! Make it disappear! (The 
DraGon bows, steps behind the flat 
and pulls it by string, and it slides 
behind the screen.) 

PracH BLossom (Frightened) : You're 
making the castle disappear. Make 
it come back! 

Wun Sun Tu: Gladly. (Claps hands) 
Invisible dragon, make the castle 
reappear! (DraGon slides the flat 
back.) 

PracH Biossom: You are a wonderful 
magician indeed, but why do you 
speak of an invisible dragon? 

Wvun Sun Tu: As I told you, I was a 
coward, and had no confidence in 
myself. Then I thought of the old 
story of an invisible dragon who 
could help a poor magician with 
magic, and I pretended I had one. 
It gave me the confidence I needed 
to perform my magic. (Bows) 

Preacu Biossom: You are a great and 
wonderful magician, indeed. 
haps you could help us! 

Wun Sun Tu: I could make the Baron 
disappear. 

Peacn Biossom: But he must disap- 
pear of his own free will. 

Wun Sun Tu: How’s that? 

PEACH The must 
want to go when he leaves us, or he 
will make the earthquake come and 
kill us all. 

Wun Sun Tu: 
and show me this terrible gong that 
causes the earthquakes. 

Preacw Buiossom: Hurry then, before 
the Baron wakes from his afternoon 


Per- 


BLOSSOM: Baron 


Come, take me inside 


nap and sees a stranger in his castle. 





Wun Sun Tu: After you and the flower 
pot. (Bowing, he claps his hands and 
motions. The DraGon understands, 
bows and wafts the flower pot through 
the doorway.) 

Peacu Biossom: My rose tree is flying 
through the air! 

Wun Sun Tu: My magic, fair lady... 
and now you! (Claps hands) In- 
visible dragon, transport the lady 
inside her castle! (DraGcon bows, 
picks her up.) 

Peacnu Biossom: Oh, I’m being carried 

the air! (DraGon 
her inside and sets her down.) 

Wun Sun Tu: And now, where is this 
terrible gong that causes earths to 


through carries 


quake? 
Peacn Biossom: Here, but be careful. 
Be very, very careful. With my own 
eves, I once saw a brave man like 
you just touch the and be 
inst intly killed. 
Wun Sun Tu: Wait 
facture some courage 


times, “I 


gong, 


I will manu- 
(Re peats three 
‘stble 
harm.” 
this 


= 
(Walks around qgonq 


have an in dragon 


Now, 


y 
gong 


who wall keep me fron 


let me examine silly 
A loud yaun 
SOU nds fron inside li tt screé nm.) 


Oh, the 
Go, go quickly! 


Peacu Biossom (Nervously): 
Baron is waking! 
He will have us hanged from the 
highest tree 

Wun Sun Tu (Allowing himself to be 
pushed te door): Yes, ves indeed. | 
certainly don’t want to be hanged 
from the — (Stops) What’s the mat- 
ter with me? I forgot | 


invisible dragon to make me brave! 


have an 


Peacu Buiossom: Invisible dragon or 


no, the Baron does not permit 


Strangers. 


Wun Sun Tu: Then I won’t be a 
stranger. Quickly! Doesn’t some 
servant help you serve the Baron 
sometimes? 

PracH Biossom: Yes, my cousin Wang. 
But you look nothing like him! 

Wun Sun Tu: What does he look like? 

Pracu Buiossom: He has long hair 
that goes across his lips and hangs 
down each side of his face. 

Wun Sun Tu: Watch! (Repeats “The 
invisible dragon will help me,’ as he 


reaches inside his sleeve and draws 


out the long mustaches. He puts them 


on his lip and bows.) 

Peacuh Buiossom: You grew Wang’s 
mustaches! 

Wun Sun Tu: I’m glad you think so. 
Now do I resemble Wang? 

Peacn Buiossom: Perhaps, but you 
have a deep voice, and he speaks 
with a high, thin one. 

Wun Sun Tu (Falsetto): Like this? 

Preach Biossom: No, no! Oh, you’d 
better go! Your voice would give 
you away! 

Wen Sun Tu: I have it. I'll wrap my 

You tell him 

that I have been ill and have lost 


scarf about my neck. 

my voice. Then you can speak for 
me! 

Pracn Buiossom: Oh yes, then I can 
say the proper things. 

Wun Sun Tu (Wrapping scarf around 
throat and chin): Good. Now what 
shall I do? 

Peacn Biossom: Help me serve the 
Baron. When I get the trays, re- 

move the dishes of food, set them 

before the Baron, then remove them 

But, oh dear! 

How are you going to make the 


when he has finished. 


Baron want to disappear? 





Wun Sun Tu: One thing at a time. 
The dragon and I will find a way! 
Baron (Roaring offstage): My supper! 
Serve my supper! (Enters quickly 
and sinks onto stool) My supper! 
Where is food? 


my (Pounds on 


table, head down, not looking at any- 


thing) 
Peacu Biossom (Bowing): It is pre- 
pared, my lord. It is served! (Goes 
behind screen, gets small tray with 
four red plastic bowls and hands them 
one at a time to Wun Sun Tu, who 
hands them to the 
not look up. 


Baron, who does 
Propping his head with 
table, BARON 
wolfs the food, setting each bowl in 
turn on the tabli 
Baron: Food, more food. 


one hand, elbow on 


Perhaps it 
will help me overcome my sleepless- 
ness! Quickly, more food! 

PEACH Indeed, my lord! 
(Bows and brings out a heavier tray 

Wun Sun 

Tu claps his hands and the DraGon 


Blossom: 
wtth larger plastic dishes. 


bows, lifts the tray, and deposits it in 
front of Baron.) 

Baron (Bellowing in fear): The tray! 
It came through the air by itself! 
Peacu Biossom (Quaking in fear): No, 
no, my lord. It only seemed to! 
Baron (Rising, sees Wun Sun Tv): 

Strangers! There are strangers here! 
Peacn Biossom (Puts herself between 
Baron and Wun Sun Tu.): No, no, 
my lord. It is Wang, my cousin! He 
is here to help me serve you! 
Baron (Shaking head and backing down 
onto stool again): Wang You 
are sure? 
Preacn Biossom: Of course, my lord. 
Remember, you asked for him! 
Baron: Yes, did. 


yes, of course | 


(Mumbles) Sleep, can’t sleep. Makes 
me imagine things. Take food away. 
I go to the garden . . . night air may 
make me sleep. (Goes out the door 
and sits on the stoop. Pracu Buos- 
som turns on Wun Sun Tu angrily.) 

Preacu Biossom: Would you ruin 
everything with your foolish magic? 
If the Buron had not been so ill from 
lack of sleep, he would have known 
that you were not Wang. 

Wun Sun Tu: But I have the way to 
make the Baron disappear! We 
give him this sleeping potion. (Takes 
bottle from pocket) Then while he 
sleeps, I hypnotize him and make 
him want to go. 

Pracu Briossom (Shaking head): He 
will never take it. He is suspicious 

That is why he can’t 

He is afraid someone will do 

with 


of everyone. 

sleep. 

away him at an unguarded 
moment. 

Wun Sun Tu: When he comes back 
inside, I shall be asleep at the table. 
Tell him that I have tested a won- 
derful sleeping potion, to see if it is 

take. (The 


Baron yawns, gets up mumbling and 


harmless for him to 
starts back inside.) 

Peacn Buiossom: Oh dear, I don’t 
know if it will work or not. But give 
the bottle to me and we can try. 

Wen Sun Tu: Don’t worry. My in- 
visible dragon will help us! 

PEACH 
thing, and you know it! 

Wen Sun Tu: Shhhh. Don’t say it so 
loudly. I might believe it, and then 


BLOSSOM: There is no such 


I’d get cowardly and run away. He 
returns — take the bottle. (Hands 
her the bottle and spoon and sits at the 
table, head on folded arms. PEACH 





Bossom stands uncertainly with the 


bottle in her hands, watching the 
Baron enter dazedly.) 

Baron (Suddenly awake and angry): 
Wang 
oaf sleeps at my plate! 

Peacu Btiossom (Bows): Most il- 


lustrious lord, he sleeps but to show 


your cousin! (Pointing) The 


you how to sleep! 

Baron: I know how to sleep. 

Peacu Biossom: But you are ill from 
lack of it, my lord. Wang is testing 
this medicine that promises a deep 
refreshing sleep to all who swallow it. 

Baron: Medicine? that 
makes one sleep? 


Medicine 


Peacu Biossom: Yes, yes. He is doing 
it to help you. 

Baron (Approaches WuN Sun Tv sus- 
piciously): Bah! I do not think he is 
sleeping at all. 

Preacu Briossom: My lord, observe 
him! How can you doubt it? (WuN 
Sun Tv starts to snore a little.) 

Baron: We shall soon see if he sleeps. 
I'll tickle with this feather. 
(Takes feather from floor and starts to 
tickle the back of Wun Sun Tv’s 
neck. The DRaGon puts his paw over 
Won Swen Tu’s neck to keep it from 

tickled.) Hmmmmm. He 

really the feather 

I’ll tickle his 

foot. If that doesn’t waken him, I 

will know he truly sleeps. (Removes 

Wen Sun Tv’s slipper and tickles 

his foot. 

Baron puts slipper back.) He really 


him 


being 
must sleep if 


doesn’t bother him. 


Again DRAGON intervenes. 


is sleeping! 
PEACH 

Baron. 

take a sip 


Biossom: Of dear 
And if the Baron will but 
(Holds bottle out to him.) 


course, 


Baron: It is most tempting. If I slept, 
would I be safe here? 

Peacu Biossom: Wang would waken 
and guard you. 

Baron: You are sure of this? 

Preacn Btiossom: Of 
Baron. 


course, dear 

It is why he came tonight. 

Baron: Give me the medicine. (PEACH 
Biossom hands it to him. He sniffs it 
carefully.) It doesn’t smell badly. 
How does it taste? 

Preacu Buossom: It has the taste of 
lotus blossoms, dear lord. 

Baron: How do you know? You 
haven’t tasted it! You drink it! 
(Holds it out to her. Behind Baron’s 
back, WUN Sun Te rises worriedly.) 

Peacu Buiossom: I — I (Begins to back 
away. WuN Sun Tv motions to her to 
drink. She takes the bottle.) Very 
well. (Pretends to drink, and sinks to 
floor. Baron grabs the bottle and 
watches her pillow her head on her 
hands and sleep, with a blissful smile 
on her face. The Baron goes to the 
other side of the table as WUN Sun Tt 


quickly goes back to pretended sleep. 


BARON sits and contemplates bottle.) 
Baron: I take it! (Gulps down medi- 
cine, then sighs and sinks down at the 
table. Wen Sun Tu 
rises and tests him with the feather. 


Snores gently. 


BARON does not move.) 

Wen Sun Tu (Going to Peacu Bios- 
som): Poor Peach Blossom. What a 
pity she had to take the potion also. 
How sweetly she sleeps! How lovely 

she is! (Gently caresses her hair) If 

only I can get rid of the Baron, and 
become courageous enough for her! 

(Peach BLossom jumps to her feet 

smiling before him.) 


and stands 





Peach Blossom! You not 
asleep! 

Peach Buiossom: Of not. I 
only pretended to the 
medicine! But what were you say- 
ing, dear cousin Wang? 

Wun Sun Tu: There are other things 
to do at once. I shall test the Baron 
and see if I can make him do my will. 
Invisible dragon, help me! Baron 
Baron — (BARON Get 
and go to your nice soft bed. 

Baron (Mumbles, stirs, lifts head): 
Sleep in nice soft bed. 

Wun Sen Tu: That’s right. 
go to bed. 

Baron (Starting out): Nice soft bed. 

Pracn Biossom: He is doing as you 


were 


course 
swallow 


stirs.) 


up, 


Rise and 


suggest. Quickly, tell him to leave! 

Wun Sun Tu: Baron, go away. Go 
over the mountain and never come 
back. 

Baron (Pauses in his sleep-walking): 
Baron go over mountain. (Starts to 
turn toward door) 

PracH Biossom: He is doing it! 

Baron (Gets to door, stops, goes back to 
table): Baron sleeps. 

Pracu Briossom: He isn’t going to do 
it. He’s gone back to sleep. 

Wun Sun Tu: Yes, I know. I had for- 
gotten what the Master Magician 
said never to forget — that the sub- 
ject you hypnotize will do only that 
thing he wishes to do in the first 
place! 

Preacu Buiossom (Jn despair): And he 
would never wish to leave. Oh, dear. 
We are right back where we started 
from. Dear Wun Sun Tu, you must 
go. You cannot help us! If he 
wakens, he will know you are not 
Wang and will hurt both of us! Go! 


(Starts to push him to door. He stops 
to consider.) 

Wun Sun Tu: But that gong! I won- 
der why people are hurt when they 
use it. (Goes to gong, and PEACH 
Bossom wrings her hands.) 

Preacu Biossom: Don’t start that all 
over again! If you touch the gong, 
you and many with you will die in 
the earthquake! 

Wun Sun Tu: Hmmmmmmm 
(Suddenly he dashes outside, behind 
the screen and back in again.) It is as 
I thought. The sly Baron has bal- 
anced a great rock behind the gong 
on the When the 
gong is vibration 


mountainside. 
the 
and 


sounded, 


topples the rock starts an 


enormous landslide toward the vil- 
lage, hurling rocks and dirt down 


upon it! So you see, Peach Blos- 
som, he has no magic! He is just a 
man. He cannot hurt you. Quickly, 
go get the villagers and show them 
the rock. Have them remove it. 
Then I shall strike the gong and 
waken the Baron. The villagers will 
come and we shall toss him over the 
mountainside. 

Preacu Biossom: No, no, do not strike 
the gong, or you shall die. I have 
seen it again and again with my own 
eyes. He who strikes the gong, dies! 

Wun Sun Tu (Pacing up and down): I 
have it! After all, all we really want 
to do is get rid of the Baron, isn’t it? 
(Peach Biossom nods.) Then sup- 
pose I use my invisible dragon to 
make him so frightened that he will 
leave! 

Pracn Biossom: But you have no in- 
visible dragon! (Dragon tries to 

make them see him.) 





Won Sun Tv: True. But if the idea of 
such a thing can make me brave, 
why couldn’t the same idea make 
him frightened? I'll waken the 
Baron, then pretend there is an in- 
visible dragon who hates evil men. 
(DraGon nods.) Then I shall per- 
form magic to make it seem as if a 
dragon were getting in his way, put- 
ting stools in front of his feet (Pick- 
ing up stool), grabbing his food away 
from him (Picking up dish), tripping 
him (Sticking out foot). 

Pracn Buiossom: Yes, he might be- 
come frightened by that. 

Wun Sun Tu: It is our last chance to 
rid ourselves of him. Get fresh food. 
I shall waken him and make him 
hungry again. (PeEaAcH BLossom goes 

Wun Sun 


invisible 


to get fresh tray of dishes. 
Tu 
dragon,” three times, and each time, 
the DRAGON bows before him. He 
snaps his fingers) Baron, wake up! 
Baron (Wakes, rises, looks about): I 


repeats, “I have an 


slept! .. . I had a good sleep! 
PEACH 
you 


BLossoM 

did, 
hungry. Come sit down. 

Baron: Yes, yes, | famished. 
(Starts across in front of the table. 
Wun Sun Tv and 
DraGon places the stool in his path. 
He flops over it and lies flat on the 
floor at Wun Sun Tv’s feet. Then he 


(Entering) :. Indeed 


and now you must be 


am 


claps hands 


sits up.) You put the stool in my 
path. You made me fall! 
Wun Sun Tu: No, no, 
Baron. 
invisible dragon! 


honorable 

It was the dragon — the 

Baron (Rising): The what? 

Wun Sun Tu: There is 
dragon about. 


an invisible 
I know because he 


always changes my voice for me 
when he comes, and he is mean and 
cruel to people who have done evil 
things. 

Baron (Angrily advancing): You are 
not Wang! (Advances towards WuN 
Sun Tu, claps his hands. 
DRAGON nods, bows, and places other 
stool in Baron’s path. He flops over 
it.) You tripped me! 

Wun Sun Tu: No, no, dear Baron. 
The invisible dragon tripped you. 
Although why he should hate one as 
kind, as considerate as you, I ean- 
not think! 

PEACH (As Wun Sun 
helps BARON up): Come eat. Per- 
haps you will feel better. (Wun 
Sun Tu places stool for BARon. The 
BARON starts to sit down carefully, 
and just as he lets his body weight 
down, the DraGon jerks the stool out.) 

Baron (To Wun Sun Tv): It was you! 
I know it was you! 

Wun Sun Tu: Baron! Baron! It was I 
who tested the sleep medicine and 
helped you sleep. Would I do a 
thing like this to you? 

Baron: You are Wang. 
voice is deep; his is high! 

Wun Sun Tu: As I explained, that is 
why I know the dragon is about. 

Baron: He — he changes your voice? 

Wun Sun Tu (Nods solemnly, then 
holds the stool for the Baron): I shall 
help you my lord. This time the 
dragon will not take the stool from 

(Holds the The 

BARON approaches stool timidly, start- 


who 


BLOssoM Tu 


not Your 


you. stool firmly. 
ing to sit several times and jumping up 
At last he 
sits. Wun Sun Tu goes to opposite 
side of the table, and Pracn B1ios- 


to make sure of the stool. 





SoM hands Baron a dish of food. As 
he starts to take it, DRAGON grabs it 
and sets it down.) 


Baron (Jumping up): He did it! It_ 


wasn’t you! I’ve stayed too long! 
I’m going! (Walks to the door. 
Wun Sun Tu opens it with a flourish, 
and as he does, his long mustaches 
catch on the door and pull off.) You 
are not Wang! You are playing a 
joke on me! (Advances on WuN SuN 
Tu menacingly. PEACH BLossom 
gets between them.) 

Peach Biossom: Let him go, my lord. 
He is only a poor travelling magician 
who is trying to help me. 

Baron: Out of my way! (Pushes her 
down. Wun Sun Tu places hand on 
gong.) 

Wun Sun Tu: Leave her alone, or I 
shall ring the gong and expose you to 
the villagers. 

BarON (Surprised): Expose me? How? 

Wun Sun Tu: You have a rock bal- 
anced to cause a landslide when the 
gong is hit. I know it. You pretend 
it to be an earthquake. 

Baron: It kills as effectively as an 
earthquake. And may I suggest to 
you that if you strike the gong, you 
shall also die? 

Preacu Biossom: Yes, yes, do not hit 
the gong, dear Wun Sun Tu! 

Won Sun Tu: I shall not hit it if the 
Baron will promise to go away! 

Baron: With you killed, I shall have no 
need to go away. Hit the gong! 

Peacu Buiossom (Holding WuN SUN 
Tu): No! No! (DRraGon nods and 
holds Wun Sun Tv’s hand also.) 

Baron: You’d better follow the lady’s 
advice, young man! 

Won Sun Tu (Reaches for clapper to 


hit gong, and shouts out suddenly): 
Rickey-tin-tin! (A large rock, at- 
tached to clapper by a string, is pulled 
from top of screen when Wun Sun Tu 
grabs the clapper. The DRAGON, now 
visible due to the repetition of the 
magic word, catches the rock, thus 
saving Wun Sun Tu from being hit. 
Wun Sun Tu, Baron, and PEACH 
BLossom now see DraGon for the 
first time.) 

Peacu Bossom: The dragon! There 
was a dragon! (WuN Sun Tv stares 
in astonishment at the DRaGon, 
who returns the look lovingly. The 
Baron utters a frightened squeal, 
turns, and runs out the door and dis- 
appears behind the far screen in a 
manner indicating that he will never 

Wun Sun Tu drops 
the clapper and turns to the door.) 
Where are you going? 

Wun Sun Tu (Sadly): Away. 


stop running. 


You 


you 


don’t need me any longer 


have the dragon! 

Peacu Biossom: But I do need you! I 
need you to rule with me and be the 
Baron of the village! 

Wun Sun Tu (Sadly): You would not 
want a coward for a husband! 

Peacu Biossom (Angrily): A coward? 

You 
brave; very, very brave. (DRAGON 
nods.) 

Wun Sun Tu: It is the dragon who 
was brave. (Bitterly) 1 thought my- 


You are not a coward. are 


self such a great magician. I wasn’t 


& magician at all. The dragon was 
doing those things for me while he 
invisible! | not only a 
coward, but a failure at the one thing 
I must 


DRAGON 


was am 


magic! 


The 


I was born to do 
go. (Starts off again. 





Wun Sun Tu 
turns and the DRaGon points to the 


grabs his coattails. 


rock.) 

PEACH understand! I 
know what he is trying to tell you! 
The gong! You hit the gong when 
you thought it would kill you! You 
hit the gong not knowing that the 
dragon would catch the rock and 


Buiossom: [ 


keep you from death! 
Wun Sun Tu (Taking heart): Yes 
yes I did do that, didn’t I? 
PEACH You 
And even if you 


BLossom: are brave! 
Very, very brave. 
were not 

Wun Sun Tu: Yes? 

Preacu Biossom (Softly): | would still 
want you for my Baron. (WuN Sun 
‘Tu starts to take her in his arms, then 
suddenly turns away.) 

‘uN Sun Tu: The dragon would be 
here always doing things we wanted 
done. I would not keep on being 

I would grow soft and lazy 

and you would come to hate me. 


brave. 


No, I cannot stay while a dragon 
does my work for me. (Walks sorrow- 
fully to door. 
in 


PeacH BLossom gets 
front of him and shuts the door 


brave ly.) 
Pracu Biossom: Then we shall send 
the dragon away! (DRAGON nods.) 
Wun Sun Tu: No, no, the dragon 
saved my life. He deserves a better 
fate. (DraGon shakes head.) 
Pracu Buiossom: No. See, he is shak- 
He 
Isn’t that right, 
tries to 
answer both questions at once, shaking 


his head one way, then the other. He 


ing his head. He wants to go. 
wants you to stay. 


dragon? (The DraGon 


sh , igs he lple se/ /.) 


Wun Sun Tu: Of course he doesn’t 
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want to go. He deserves this good 
home. He was working hard for it, 
while all the time I was only fooling 
myself. I must go. 
Peacu Bossom: Stay! Stay, or I 
shall banish the dragon forever! 
Wun Sun Tv (Astonished): Banish 
the dragon? How? 
Preacu Buiossom: By saying the secret 
word. Remember, you said it once 
and the dragon came to help you, 
but no one could see him. I, too, 
know this legend of the invisible 
dragon — my father taught it to me. 
You say the magic word once and 
the dragon comes to help you, but 
remains invisible. 


You say it twice 
and the dragon stays on, but every- 


one can see him! 

‘UN Sun Tu: Yes, yes, that is right. 
I must have said the word twice. 
But I didn’t know I said it. I must 
have known the word all along, but 
could only say it when I didn’t think 
about it. 

Peacu Biossom: When you were un- 
der great pressure! 

Wun Sun Tu: Yes, of course. The 
first time I said it, I was worried 
about my magic and hoping to get 
the dragon. 

Peacu Biossom: The second time you 
said it, you were risking your life 
and longing for such a dragon to 
help you. 

Wun Sun Tu (Turning affectionately 
to DraGon and placing a hand on his 
shoulder): And he did help me, didn’t 
you, old friend? You deserve a good 
home. I shall never rob you of it. 
Thank you, and 
to PEACH to 
weep, head in hands) I don’t want to 


goodbye. (Goes 


Biossom, who turns 





to leave. I [ love you Peach looking fondly at Wun Sun Te. 
Blossom, but I could never rob the DRAGON waits in doorway, smiling at 
dragon of his right to happiness. them.) You need me? You want me 
(He starts out.) instead? (She nods vigorously) But I 
EACH Bossom (Shouts defiantly): am not even a good magician. I am 
Rickey-tin-tin! (The DraGon puts only a poor travelling peasant. 


down his rock, nods happily and Peach Biossom: You are a brave man, 
starts out the door.) and my Baron! 

Vun Sun Tu (Searching about): In- Wun Sun Tu (Runs to door as DrRaGon 
visible dragon, come back! She starts slowly away toward screen at 
didn’t mean it! Invisible dragon! right. Calls): Dragon, dragon, if 
(Angrily) Now what have you done? you can hear my voice —we will 
XACH Biossom: [ have released him put a cup of milk each night for you 
from you so that he can _ serve on our doorstep! (//e watts a mo- 
another. You do not need him, but ment, then PeAcu Biossom holds out 
someone else might. her hand. He takes it, still looking off 

Vun Sun Tu: You need him. You toward right. They retire behind 
need him to protect you! (PEACH screen at left. Curtain) 

Biossom smiles and shakes her head, THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue INVISIBLE DRAGON OF WINN SINN Tt 


Characters: 3 male; 1 female; 1 male or female. struction braced onto one end, and on which 
are a low table and two small stools; potted 
plant and trowel; large gong or brass tray 
Costumes: Peach Blossom wears a Chinese hung on upstage center screen; clapper 
robe, with or without sleeves. She wears made of stick and padded cloth; long 
flowers in her hair. The Baron, Wun Sun Tu mustaches on adhesive tape, lightly stuck to 
and the peasant wear a basic costume of inside of Wun Sun Tu’s sleeve; scarf for 
Chinese pajamas — silk for the Baron and Wun Sun Tu; three trays of bright plastic 
cotton for the others. Wide colored sashes, dishes; medicine bottle and spoon; feather, 
slippers or sandals, and long queues com- “rock”? made of sponge or foam material, 
plete their attire. The dragon wears green attached to clapper with string. 
tights or pajamas. An outer garment, mask, 
long tail, and pipe-cleaner antennae may be 
added, if desired. 


Playing Time: 25 minutes. 


Setting: Three large folding screens are placed 
at stage left, stage right, and upstage center 
These may be painted to represent a land- 

Troperties: Long string attached to inside of scape with mountains, sky, and cherry 
Wun Sun Tu’s sleeve; bent safety pin; blossoms. On the center screen is hung the 
worm made of cloth; mat with long string gong and clapper with the “rock” set on 
attached; “peach tree’ (rod, decorated top of the screen, and attached to the clap- 
with crepe paper, placed in flower pot); flat per with a string. 
slab of wood with door and door frame con- Lighting: No special effects. 
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The Happy Prince 


by Oscar Wilde 


adapted by Virginia Bartholome 


Characters 

Happy PRINCE 

SWALLOW 

‘Town COUNCILLOR 

PROFESSOR 

MorTHER 

ALBERT 

Two GIRLS 

SEAMSTRESS 

LirrLe Boy 

Maip-or-Honor 

PorT 

LitrLE Matcu Gir. 

Fruit VENDOR 
TIME: An evening in early autumn. 
SETTING: 

town. 

Ar Rise: The 


ing on 


A small park in a European 
Happy PRINCE 7s stand- 
The 
COUNCILLOR, his back to the audience a 
Prince. The 
Fruit VENDOR 7s at his cart, at the 
left of the pedestal. The PRoFEessor is 
seated on the bench to the right of the 
pedestal. The SWALLOW ts hidden be- 
hind a 


his pedestal at center. 


stands looking at thi 


bush near the 


pe destal. 

CouNcILLoR (Zurning to PROFESSOR 
Yes, indeed, it was a very wise sug- 
gestion I made to the town council, 


Professor. 


PROFESSOR (Almost sarcastically) : A 


very wise Councillor. 


suggestion, 


CounciLLor: To put the statue of the 


roght side of 


Happy Prince here where the poor 
can enjoy the sight of something 
cultural, Professor. 
PROFESSOR (Same tone): Yes, the sight 
of something cultural, Councillor. 
CouncriLuor: He is as beautiful as a 
weathercock, only not quite so use- 
ful. 
PROFESSOR: Not quite so useful. 
ALBERT (His screams can be heard be- 
fore he is on stage and should form a 
background for the Prorrssor’s last 
sentence. He is dragged on from left 
by his Morner): I want a sucker! 
[ want a red sucker! Mommy! 
MorHer: But you cannot have any 
more sweets today, little one. Be 
still. 
ALBERT: I want a sucker! (Screaming, 
(Suddenly 


stops, sees the balloons on the VEN- 


trying to run away) [ 


DOR’S cart) no, I want a balloon, 
the biggest red balloon. 

Moruer: It’s always something new 

Why can’t you be 


like the Happy Prince? 


that you want. 
He never 
dreams of crying for anything. 
ALBERT: But I want a balloon! 
Moruer: Wouldn't 
an orange? You'll get so much more 
Here 


the vendor for an orange. 


you rather have 


good out of it. let me pay 

VENDOR: They are very good oranges. 
Wouldn’t you like to buy more than 
just one? 





Moruer: No, I just want one for my 
little boy. 


licious orange. 


Here, little one, is a de- 


want a balloon! I hate 
oranges. And I hate that old 
statue. There! (Throws the orange at 
the Happy PRINCE and misses.) 

Venpor (To Moruer): Why is it that 
you don’t want your son to have a 


ALBERT: | 


balloon? I will gladly give him one. 
Here is the biggest and the reddest. 

Hurrah! 
(Runs from the stage, and his MOTHER 
Hurrah! 


ALBERT (Grabbing balloon) : 


frantically runs after him 
They exit right. 
CouNcILLOR: Why did you give away 
the balloon? 
make much money and you know 


You obviously don’t 


you could have sold the balloon to 


his mother in a few minutes. She 
would have had to buy it to keep 
him quiet. 

Because it beautiful 


VENDOR: was a 


balloon. Let’s say it was because I 
believe we should learn while we are 
young not to put a price on beauty. 


And now I think 


I shall take my wares home for the 


(Two GIRLS enter. 


day. 
GIRLS 
Vendor. 
VENDOR: Yes 


(Speak together): Hello, Mr. 
Are you going home now? 
Would you like to take 
my balloons? (Gives them balloons) 
l'imst Giri: Yes, yes, thank you. We 
just came to the park to see the 
statue of the Happy Prince. Isn’t he 
beautiful? 
Venpor: He is very beautiful. Good 
evening. 
GIRLS: Goodbye (Both wave and run 
ip to statue. VeNpDor exits left, push- 


ing his cart 


SECOND GirL: He looks just like an 
angel! 
ProFressor: How do you know? 


have never seen one. 


You 


Itrst Girt: We have in our dreams. 


PROFESSOR (Frowning): I do not ap- 


prove of little children dreaming. It 
would be far better if you forgot all 
such nonsense as angels. 

Seconp Girw (Laughing): No, no, he 
looks just like an angel. (They run 
off left.) 

CouNcrILLor: You’re a funny fellow. 
lirst you sit here in the park as if 
you enjoyed being here, then you 
agree with me that it was a wise sug- 
gestion to erect the statue here, 

then vou scold the little girls who 

have come to look at the Happy 

Prince 

You are in error in the 

] do not 

I do not enjoy 

Just as the fruit vendor 

regards it as his duty to foster a love 


PROFESSOR: 
first instance, Councillor. 
enjoy being here. 


anything. 


of the beautiful in young children, I 

regard it my duty to teach them to 

beware of love. Love will betray 
them. 

CounciLtor: That is nonsense. Why 

this very evening I have an engage- 

with a beautiful girl whom I 


Would you 


ment 


have grown to love. 
teach me not to love? 

ProFessor: You are too old. The 
damage has been done. 

CouncrILLor: I must say I believe you 
are mistaken. I’m sorry I don’t have 
time to continue our conversation 
further but I hurry on now. 


Goodbye. shall meet 


must 
Perhaps we 
here again someday. 

must 


Proressor: Goodbye. I, too, 





leave. (COUNCILLOR exits right, the 
PROFESSOR, left.) 

SWaALLow (Stepping out from behind 
the bush): The little girls were right. 
you know. You look just like an 


angel, tall and majestic and beauti- 


ful. Oh, I should have gone away to 
Egypt six with 


friends, but | SO love you. 


weeks ago my 

Do you 
know that I find you fascinating, my 
Prince? 

PRINCE: It seems I have heard you say 
those words before, Swallow. (/t 7s 
now beginning to get dark.) 

Swattow: I remember the first day | 
saw you, my Happy Prince. It was 

early in the spring as I was flying 

over the treetops after a big yellow 

moth when I saw your golden 

shoulders and your beautiful eyes 

glinting and sparkling and dancing 

in the sunlight. I can see myself in 

your eyes. Do you know that, my 
Prince? 

PRINCE: Yes, my Swallow, | know why 
it is you look into my eyes. 

Swatiow: And that day, I flew down 
to look at you and I flew round and 
round you and I said, ‘Shall I love 

you, most beautiful Prince in the 
world?” 

Prince: Yes, | remember that day. 

Swa.L.Low (Suddenly vexed): Oh, but I 

You 


You have no 


am beginning to tire of you. 
have no conversation. 
pretty phrases. You never tell me 
what a slender waist I have or how 
graceful my flight is. I do not be- 
lieve vou love me. (outing) 
Prince: I do love you, little Swallow. 
But in a different way than you love 
We are so different, little Swallow. 
My feet are fastened to this ped- 


My 

through the hard stone and into the 

But little Swallow, 
vou love to travel. 

Swattow: Will you come away with 


estal. roots go deep down, 


ground. you, 


me? 
PRINCE: I I belong to my 
people in this city. (He 


cannot, 

extends his 

arms. Lights are darkened except 
some light behind Prixcr and Swa.- 

LOW. Porr, SEAMSTRESS and LITTLE 

Boy enter here, unseen by the audi- 
ence.) 

SwaL.tow: You have been trifling with 
me. I will go to the pyramids and | 
will not wait any longer. Goodbye. 
(Starts to go away but slowly returns) 
But, oh, it is getting dark now and | 
do not have anywhere else to stay. 
I will stay here at vour feet for this 
last mght. (Lies down and sleeps) 

PrINCE: Good night, little Swallow. 
(Begins to cry) Oh, IT am much too 
unhappy to be called the Happy 
Prince. 

SWALLOW (Starting sudde nly, looking 
up at the sky): What a curious thing! 
There is not a single cloud in the 

sky, the stars are quite clear and 

This 

quite dreadful. 

(Wipe sa drop off her cheek) What is 


bright, and yet it is raining. 
climate is really 
the use of a statue if it cannot keep 
the rain off? (Stands up and looks up 
at the But 
you, my Prince, why are you weep- 


PRINCE in sudden alarm) 


ing? You have quite drenched me. 
Prince: When I was alive and had a 
I did not know what 
tears were, for I lived in the Palace 


human heart, 


of Sans-Souci, where sorrow is not 
allowed to enter. In the daytime I 


played with my companions in the 





garden, and in the evening I led the 
dance in the Great Hall. 
garden ran a very lofty wall, but I 
never cared to ask what lay beyond 


ound the 


it, for everything around me was so 

beautiful. My courtiers called me 
the Happy Prince, and happy in- 
deed I was, if pleasure be happiness. 
So I lived and so I died. 

Swattow: It all perfectly 

I still do not under- 

Is it because 


sounds 
lovely to me 
stand why you weep. 
I am leaving that you weep? 
Prince: No, no, little Swallow. You 
see, now that I am dead they have 
set me up here so high that I can see 
all the ugliness and misery of my 
city, and though my heart is made 
of lead, I cannot choose but weep. 
SwaLtow: What do you mean, ugli- 
ness and misery? I have flown over 
this citv many times and I never see 
anything ugly. I see my reflection 
in the sparkling clear lakes in the 
park and in the beautiful blue of 
vour eves. 
Prince: Oh, little Swallow, let me ex- 
plain. Wateh with me tonight and 
listen to the voices of my people. 
Look over there on that little street. 
The 
Boy les 


Spot on small scene to right. 
SEAMSTRESS ts sewing. The 
near he r° 


Boy: 
late at night? 


Mother, why must you sew so 


Seamstress: My child, | am embroid- 
ering passionflowers on a satin gown 
for the loveliest of the queen’s maids- 


ol honor to wear at the next court 


ball 
Boy 


sewing and embroidering and come 


Mother, | wish you would stop 


and sit by my bed and bring me 


something wonderful and cool to 
put on my forehead. There is a fire 
inside my head, Mother, and in my) 
hands. 
Seamstress: Little one, I have noth- 
ing but river water to give you and 
that would only make you worse. } 
Boy: I wish I had an orange, Mother. 
I would love to have an orange., 
Please stop sewing and get me an! 
orange. 


SEAMSTRESS: But you see, little one, I 


cannot stop sewing or I will never, 


have enough money to pay for the’ 
orange. (Spot dims, lights back wp on 
PRINCE and SWALLOW.) 

Prince: Do you see why | weep? Oh, 
Swallow, little 
will you not bring her the ruby out 

hilt? My feet are 

fastened to this pedestal and I can- 


Swallow, Swallow, 


of my sword 
not move. 
SwaLLtow: I thought that perhaps you 
were weeping because I was leaving 
and could no longer do your bid- 
ding. It serves you right. 1 cannot 
Stay. 
Prince: Oh, please, Swallow. 
Swatiow: I am waited for in Egypt. 
My friends are flying up and down 
the Nile and talking to the large 
lotus flowers. Soon they will go to 
sleep in the tomb of the great king. 
PRINCE: Swallow, little Swallow, will 
you not stay with me and be my 
The boy is so thirsty, 
Oh, dearest 
Swallow, if you ever really loved me, 


messenger? 


and the mother so sad. 


do this one thing for me. 

SwatLtow (Prtyingly): Autumn nights 
are very cold here, but I will stay 
with you one night, and be your 


messenger. 





-*RINCE: Thank you, little Swallow. 
Here, take this ruby from my sword 
and bring it to the poor seamstress 
and her little boy. (SwALLow takes 
ruby.) 

WALLow: And I shall bring something 
of my own. You are very generous, 
my Prince, but rubies do not quench 
thirst. It takes a woman to care for 
a little child, really. I shall bring 
the orange that wretched little boy 
threw at you this evening if I can 
only find it. (Looking) Ah, here it is. 
(SWALLOW starts right with ruby and 
orange. Matp-or-Honor and the 
COUNCILLOR enter right and walk 
toward the statue.) 

SOUNCILLOR: How wonderful the stars 
are, and how wonderful is the power 
of love. 

Marp-or-Honor: | hope my dress will 
be ready in time for the court ball. I 
have ordered passionflowers to be 
embroidered on it, but the seam- 
stresses are so lazy. 

CouncILLor: I am sure you will be 
radiantly beautiful. But look 
here is the statue I was telling you 
about. I suggested that it be placed 


here among the poor so they would 


have something beautiful to enjoy. 
That was a wise suggestion, was it 
not? 

Marp-or-Honor: Really, I believe it 
was rather stupid of you to waste 
the town’s money on the people who 
do not really know how to enjoy it. 
But, of course, I suppose you must 
make the attempt. I don’t care for 
this neighborhood at all. Shall we 
walk back to my coach? 

CouncILtor (At once meditative and 
resiqned): Yes, I suppose that would 
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be a wise suggestion. (Both exit 
right. The spot comes up on the 
SEAMSTRESS and the Boy. The 
SEAMSTRESS’ head has dropped down 
over her work. The Boy its tossing 
feverishly. The Swartow puts the 
ruby on the Seamstress’ lap, then 
gently fans the Boy and places th 
orange in his hand.) 

Boy (Half-asleep): How cool I feel. I 
must be getting better. (Wath a deep 
contented sigh, turns over and goes to 
sleep, still clutching the orange. Spot 
dims. SWALLOW comes back to 
PRINCE.) 

SwaLtow: It is curious, but I feel 
quite warm now, although it is cold. 

Prince: That is because you have 
done a good deed. 

Swa.Ltow: I must think about that. 
But, oh, I am so sleepy. Thinking 
always makes me sleepy. 

PRINCE: Good night again, then, little 
Swallow. 

SwaLtow (Lies down, gets wp again 
almost immediately): Tomorrow I go 
to Egypt. I’m much too excited to 
go to sleep. Perhaps I shall start 
my trip tonight! Have you any 
commissions for Kkgypt, my Happy 
Prince? 

PRINCE: No, my commissions are all 
here. Will you not stay here a little 
longer? 

SwaLLtow: I am waited for in Egypt. 
Tomorrow my friends will fly up to 
the Second Cataract. The river- 
horse is there among the bulrushes. 
At noon the yellow lions come down 
to the water’s edge to drink. They 
have eyes like green beryls and their 
roar is louder than the roar of the 
cataract. 





Prince: Oh, Swallow, Swallow, little 
Swallow, I see why it is that you 
long so to leave, but first I beg you 
to look in the window of that garret 
over there. Look at that young man 
with his large and dreamy eyes. 

SwaLtLtow: I will admit that he is 
rather good looking. 

Prince: But, listen, listen, to what it is 
he is saying. (Spot at left. Por? is 


standing, holding some papers and 
some withered flowers.) 

Porr: Ah, withered violets, as your 
scent fades when it is cut off from 
its source of life, so do my talent and 

fade hunger 

smothers all my desire to write. Oh, 


my ambition when 
for a crust, a moldy crust of bread 
und a stick of wood to give me the 
strength and the warmth to con- 
tinue my work! 

Swa.uow: Yes, I see that he is in need 
of your help just as much as the 

child. 1 


Wait with you a little longer. 


seamstress and her will 

Prince: Ah, little Swallow, you truly 
have a good heart. 

Swa.Lutow: Shall I take him a ruby? 

Prince: Alas! I have no ruby now. 
My eyes are all that I have left. 
They are made of rare sapphires, 
which were brought out of India a 
thousand years ago. Pluck out one 
of them and take it to him. He will 
sell it to the jeweler, and buy food 
and firewood, and finish his poem. 

SwaLtow (Beginning to weep): Dear 
Prince, | cannot do that. 

PRINCE: Swallow, Swallow, little Swal- 
low, do as | command vou. 

SwanLtow (Taking the eye): I will, my 
Prince. 


of the 


direction 
he ar the 


(Steals over in the 


PORT ho does not 


SWALLOW as she tiptoes in, places thé 
sapphire on the violets, and leaves.) 
Port (Suddenly looking at flowers): Ah 
this is from some great admirer. 
am beginning to be appreciated 

Now I can finish my poem! 
SwaLttow (Slowly approaching — the 
PRINCE): | am come to bid yot 


goodbye forever, now, my Prince. 


PRINCE: Swallow, Swallow, little Swal 
low, will you not stay with me a few 
hours longer? 

SwWALLow: It is almost winter and thé 
chill will here. lh 
KXgypt the sun is warm on the greer 


snow soon be 
palm trees, and the crocodiles lie i 
the mud and look lazily about them 
My companions are building a nes 
in the Temple of Baalbec, and the 
pink and white doves are watchin 
them, and cooing to each other. 
Dear Prince, | must leave you, bu 
I will never forget you, and next 
spring I will bring you back twe 
beautiful jewels in place of those 
The ruby 


shall be redder than a red rose, an 


you have given away. 


the sapphire shall be as blue as the 
great sea. 

PRINCE: But look, look, down into the 
square; there stands a little match 
girl. She has no shoes or stockings, 
and her little head is bare. Listen to 
her erying. 

LirrLe Marcu Giri (Entering at left, 
she drops her carton of matches into 
the street): Oh, all my matches have 
fallen into the gutter and they are 
all spoiled! My father will beat me 
if I do not bring home some money. 

Prince: Listen, Swallow, pluck out 

my other eye, and give it to her, and 

her father will not beat her. 





WALLOW: I will stay with you, my leaves, and are always at war with 
Prince, but I cannot pluck out your the butterflies. 

eye. You would be quite blind then. Prince: Dear little Swallow, you tell 
RINCE: Swallow, Swallow. do as I me of marvelous things, but more 
command you. of a marvel than anything is the 
WALLOW: I cannot. Your generosity suffering of men and of women. 
has become unreasonable. You no There is no mystery so great as 
longer think of yourself, misery. Be my eyes now, little 


-*RINCE: Swallow, Swallow, if you ever Swallow, and look at the people of 


loved me, do as I command you. my city. Climb up high next to me 
WALLOW (Taking the other eye): I will, and tell me what you see. 
SWALLow: Oh, my Prince, | see the rich 


my Prince. (Goes to slip jewel into 
making merry in their beautiful 


the LirrLe Marcu Girvw’s hand) 
; : iouses, While the beggars sit at the 
ATTLE Marcu Gir (Laughing): What = 


prey “er gates. I see the white faces of 
is this? A lovely bit of glass! I must = “1 eee 


starving children looking out list- 
lessly at the black streets. Oh, it is 
so very sad, my Prince. 


run home immediately and show it 
to all of them. Perhaps they will 
forget about my spoiled matches. 
(Runs offstage left) 
WALLOW (7'0 Prince): You are blind 
how. 
-RINCE: Not really. I feel that I see 
more clearly now. 


Prince: Now, my little Swallow, you 
must take off my cloak and give it 
to the poorest of the poor that you 
SCC. 

SwaLtow: But, Prince, you will be 

: cold without your cloak. 

WALLOW: I will stay with you always. Prince: No, little Swallow, my splendid 

’RINCE: No, little Swallow, you must gold cloak is only an ornament. Tam 

go away to Egypt, for each night is dead and do not feel the cold. Take 
colder than the last here. my cloak. (SWALLOW takes cloak. 

WALLOW: I will stay with you always. Swaniow: Yes, I will. (Runs off and 
Now I will be your eyes. And I will returns without the cloak, rubbing her 
tell you stories of what I have seen arms together as if to keep warm.) 
in the strange lands where you have This time I must say goodbye for- 
never travelled. I will tell you of the ever, my Prince. Will you let me 
red ibises, who stand in long rows on kiss your hand? 
the banks of the Nile, and cateh Prince: I am glad that you are going 

goldfish in their beaks; of the to Egypt at last, little Swallow. You 

Sphinx, who is as old as the world have stayed too long here; but you 
itself, and knows everything. I will must kiss me on the lips, for I love 
tell vou of the merchants, who walk you. 

slowly by the sides of their camels, SWAL.Low: It is not to Egypt that | am 

and carry amber beads in_ their going. I am going to the House of 
hands. I will tell you of the pygmies Death, my Prince. Death is the 
who sail over a big lake on large flat brother of Sleep, is he not? (Aisses 





the PRINCE and falls dead at his feet) 
Prince: Ah, my little Swallow, you 
But 
now day is coming and the towns- 


have learned to love me well. 


people come once again to marvel at 
my beauty that is no more for their 
eyes. (CoUNCILLOR, PROFESSOR, 
Girts, Moruer and ALBERT enter. 
All cluster around the statue and the 
dead SWALLOW. ) 


me! 


CouNcILLoR: Dear How shabby 
the Happy Prince looks in the broad 
light of day. 

Proressor: How shabby indeed! 

CounciLtor: The ruby has fallen out 
of his sword, his eyes are gone, as 
well as his golden cloak. In fact, he 
is little better than a beggar. 

Proressor: Little better than a beggar. 

Girt: And look! Here at 

feet is a dead bird, poor thing, caught 

in the cold. 


First his 


CouNCILLOR: There actually is a dead 
bird at his feet. We must really issue 
a proclamation that birds are not to 
be allowed to die here. 

Moruer: 


longer a subject of pl ide for our city. 


This statue is definitely no 


We can no longer hold him up as a 


symbol of real happiness. Let ui] 
pull the statue down. 

ProFEssor: But, of course, you ar 
correct. As he is no longer beautiful 
he is no longer useful. 

CouncILLor: And we must see that the 
proper department takes charge 01 
the removal of the dead bird. 

SECOND GiRL: Let us take care of the 
poor dead swallow. For we have 

known her to fly often over our city 


and to have been a companion te 


our Happy Prince. 

One 
bird is much the same as another) 
Children must get rid of such senti- 


Proressor: That is all nonsense. 


mental notions. 
Councrmuor: Oh, it will be all righf 
for this time. And besides, they will 
do it right now, and it would také 
some time for the proper depart- 
ment to take care of the matter. 
(All exit except the GIRLS and SWAL- 
PRINCE. ) 
First Giri: Ah, poor Swallow, her 


Low and Happy 


was fal 
too cold for her in this city. Why is 
it that she stayed so long into the 


heart stopped beating. It 


(Curtain) 


THE END 


winter? 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Happy PRINCE 


] 


( haracters lemate 


7 male; 7 
Pk jing Lime 
Costumes: Consult illustrated editions of The 
Happy Prince. The Prince has a sword with 
a ruby in the hilt, ind a long gold cloak. 
The Prince might wear a with 
so that his eves 


25 minutes. 


weal mask 
jewels” the plucking of 
ould actuall 

Swallow should be 


with all her 


Poet, carton of matches for Little Match 
Girl, jewels 
Setting: A small park in a European town, A 
pedest il is at center. To the right of the 
pedestal is a bush. Down center and slightly 
to the right of the pedestal is a bench. On 
the left is the Vendor’s cart, containing 
oranges and several balloons. There 
could be a backdrop of treetops, with the 
leaves of varying autumn and 
leaves could be strewn over the stage floor. 


some 


shades, 


ighting: The lights dim and spots are used, 
aS indic ited in the text 





The Gift That Won the Princess 


by Mary Nygaard Peterson 


Characters 
KING 
QUEEN 
PRINCESS 
PRINCE ORNATE 
PRINCE BOUNTIFUL 
PRINCE RADIANT 
PRINCE TRUELOVE 
HERALD 
CooKk 
GUARD 
SCENE | 
Time: Long, long ago. 
SetrTina: The throne room. There are 
two large thrones upstage center, with 
a small throne near them. 


At Rise: The KinG and QUEEN are sit- 


ting on the thrones. The 
PRINCESS sits on the small throne. 
The Guarp is at the door. 

Princess (Rising and curtsying): If 
you will excuse me, Iather, I think 
I’ll take a walk in the garden. The 
sunshine is so pleasant today. 


la rge 


Kina (Bowing slightly in agreement): 
You should have some fresh air, by 
all means. Come to think of it, you 
are walking in the garden a good deal 
of the time, these days. Do you walk 
alone? 

Princess (Hiding her face shyly behind 
her fan): Not always, Father. 

KrnG: Not always! Now what does 
that mean? (He looks at her sharply, 
then turns to speak to the QUEEN. 
Our little princess is growing up. I 


hadn’t realized it until now. He 


speaks to the PRINCESS again.) How 
old are you now, my dear? Fifteen? 

PriNcEss: I’m sixteen, Father. 

King: Think of it! Time we found 
you a husband, isn’t it? (PRINCESS 
hides her face bashfully behind her 
fan, but says nothing.) 

QUEEN: It’s pleasant having our 
daughter with us, isn’t it? Must we 
be in a hurry to find her a husband? 

KinG: Of course it’s pleasant having 
her with us, but you wouldn’t want 
her to be left an old maid, would 
you, my dear? 

PRINCESS: Horrors! 

QUEEN: | think 
danger of that, your Majesty. She is 
much sought after. 

Kina: So much the better. 


scarcely there is 


We will 
have a wider selection. (//e drops 
his chin in his hand in an attitude of 
What will 


basis for choosing a 


thought.) Now, let’s see. 
be the 
son-in-law? 

QUEEN: Pardon me, sire, but shouldn’t 
we be more concerned about choos- 


best 


ing the best husband for our daugh- 
ter — not the 
ourselves? 
KING (/mpatiently): Same thing. Same 
thing. Now let me think. (//e does 
so. The others watch him in silence. 


best son-in-law for 


Princess (Timidly): Couldn’t I choose 
L hear it 
is being done now, in some places. 
KinGc (Horrified): Choose your own 


my own husband, lather? 


husband! Utterly ridiculous. How 





It is 
out of the question, daughter. J/ 
shall select a husband for you. Then 
I know you'll be happy. (/le drops 


could you select a husband? 


chin in hand again, thinks a moment, 
then 
(GuARD approaches the throne, and 


reaches a decision. Guard! 
bows low. 

GiuarD: Your Majesty. 

KinG: Summon the herald. 

Guarp (Bowing): Yes, your Majesty. 
(He exits.) 

QUEEN (Fearfully 
going to do, sire? 

Kinc: Wait (Door opens, 


GuarD and HERALD enter hurriedly, 


What are you 


and see. 
bowing as they approach the throne.) 

(;uARD: The herald, your Majesty. 

Kina: Herald! 

Hrratp: Yes, your Majesty. 

Kina: Cover all the streets of the city 
and proclaim that suitors will now 
be received for the hand of Princess 
Lovely. Whoever brings the most 

precious gift to the King, her father, 

will receive the Princess and half 
the kingdom. 

QUEEN (Putting her hand to her mouth 
in dismay): Oh, no. 

Princess (Sobbing): Oh, no! 

KinG (Looking at them): Silence! 

to the Heraup.) You 
my command? 

HERALD (Bowing 
Majesty. 

Kina: Then begone with you. 

Herap: Yes, your Majesty. (HERALD 
and GUARD go to door. HERALD exits. 


(He 
turns heard 


low): Yes, your 


GUARD remains on duty.) 
KING (Angrily, to QUEEN and PRIN- 
cEss): You question my decision? 
What has come over you? J am the 
law of the land. (He pounds his chest.) 
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QUEEN: What if our daughter does not ] 
like the one who brings the most 
precious gift? What if —- what if she 
might like someone else? 

KinG: Nonsense. Our daughter is 

She will like whomever I 

(Suspiciously ) - she 

doesn’t have her eye set on someone 


sensible. 
select. Unless 
already, does she? (QUEEN does noi 
but looks uncomfortable. 

Princess hides face behind fan.) 
KING (Loudly): Well, does she? Speak, | 

daughter. 
Princess: Not exactly, Father. 


answer, 


But 
the Prince Truelove is so elegant! 
So 


(She 
gentle! 
KING (Furiously): Truelove! Son of ' 
old Hammerhead? (QUEEN and | 
PRINCESS and 


clasps hands.) So wise! 


nod silently appre- * 

hensively.) 

I’d rather have 
you marry old Hammerhead him- 
self than that dreamer of a son. I'll 
not have it. You must forget him. | 

Princess (Sobbing): Oh, no, Father. 
Never! I'll forget him. 
(PRINCESS rises, gives a quick curtsy 
to IKING door. 
QUEEN drops a hurried curtsy to 


KING: Impossible! 


never 


and starts toward 
KING, overtakes PRINCESS and places 
a comforting arm around her should- 
ers.) 

QuEEN: My poor child. My baby. 
(They exit through the door that the 
Guarp holds open for them.) 

Kina (Stands, shrugs his shoulders, 

throws out his hands in a helpless 

gesture, and begins pacing the room): 

Women! Women! No matter how 

much you do for them, they never 

But a man must do 


not wait for 


appreciate it. 


what is right, and 





thanks. (He exits. The Guarp 
moves the small throne beside the large 
ones. While he is doing this, a knock 
is heard at the door. 


PRINCE 


He opens tt. 


RADIANT enters, holding a 
rose.) 

GvARD: You can’t enter here. 
the throne room. 

Rapiant: I heard the herald just now, 
inviting suitors for the hand of 


Princess Lovely. I have brought the 


This is 


most precious gift. I wish to present 
it to the King. Kindly announce me. 
Let us waste no time about it. 
GUARD: As you wish. (GUARD exits. 
Prince Rapiantr walks to the left of 
stage and waits. He sniffs the rose.) 
GuARD (Offstage): Make way for the 
King! Make way for the King! (/1¢ 
opens the door, steps in quickly, and 
bows to KING. PRINCE RADIANT bows 


low.) 


Kine (Taking his place on the throne): 


Who requests my presence? 

Prince Raprantr: Your Majesty, I, 
Prince Radiant, request an audience. 

Kina: Approach the throne. (PRINCE 
RADIANT rises and goes to kneel be- 
fore the throne.) 

KinG: What do you wish? 

PRINCE RapIAnt: I beg the hand of the 
Princess, your Majesty. I have 
brought the most precious gift. 

Kina: I will accept it. (He reaches out 
his hand.) 

Prince Raptant (Bows and hands him 
the rose): I bring you beauty, your 
Majesty. This rose is only a symbol 
of it — of all that is beautiful. 

Kina (Stands in rage): You are joking. 
(He flings the rose to the floor.) You 
dare bring me a rose, and ask the 
hand of my daughter in exchange? 


A symbol, indeed! Are you able to 

give me all the beauty of the world? 

(To GuaARD) 
Have this man thrown out. 

Guarb: Yes, your Majesty. (He ap- 
proaches swiftly, grabs Prince Rapt- 


Do you possess it? 


ANT by the elbow, and begins moving 
him out.) 

Prince Raptant: But your Majesty 
hear me, your Majesty! 

KING (The 


GUARD hustles PRINCE RADIANT oud, 


(Thundering Silence. 
then stands on quard just within the 
The back and 
forth, his head mn his hands. The door 
opens and the QUEEN hurries in, fol- 


door. KING paces 


lowed by the PRINCESS. 
QUEEN: What is it, husband? 
PRINCESS: What was that great com- 
motion? 
Kina (Sarcastically 
just left. 
Princess (Abashed): Already? They 


are beginning to come so soon? 


Your first suitor 


QuEEN: He made you angry, my love? 

Kina: He did, indeed. 

Princess: What did he do? 

Kine: Do! 

QUEEN (Interrupting): His gift didn’t 
please you, my lord? 

KinG (Stopping to glare at her): Gift! 
Do you know what that young man 
had the impudence to offer for the 
hand of our daughter? (The QuEEN 
shakes her head.) 

Kina: A rose. 

PRINCESS (Spying it, and picking it up): 
This is it? (She sniffs it and looks at 
it thoughtfully.) 

QUEEN: A rose? 

Kine: A rose. He said it was a symbol 
of all the beauty in the world. 

QUEEN: He had a good thought. 





Kina: A good thought! Would he be 
able to give us all the beauty in the 
world? Should he be given the hand 
of the Princess in exchange for a 
wilted rose? Bah! (As he speaks, a 
knock is heard at the door. The 


PRINCE BountiruL (Bowing): These ¢ 


are just a symbol, your Majesty, of 
the fruits of the land. (Seeing the 
Kina looking furiously at him, he 
cringes.) We could not live without 


food, your Majesty. 

Kine (Shouting): Do you control all 
the fruits of the land, you bumpkin? 
You expect me to give you my 
daughter in exchange for a pumpkin 
and a handful of turnips? (PRINCE ; 
BounTIFUL ts frightened and hides 
his face in his hands.) 

KinG: Throw this simpleton out. 

Guarpb: Yes, your Majesty. (He hur- 
ries Prince Bountiruut out. The 
Kina descends from throne and be- 
gins pacing angrily.) 

Kine (To Princess): You see what I 
must go through for your sake? 

Princess: I’m sorry, Father. But it is 
quite unnecessary, if you will — 

Kina (Interrupting loudly): Silence, 
you ungrateful daughter. (GUARD 
returns, with PRINCE ORNATE.) 

Guarp (Bowing): Your Majesty. 

Kine: Yes? 

GuarD: Forgive me, your Majesty, 
but here is another suitor for the 
hand of the Princess. 

Kina (Stalking to his throne): Very 


GuARD admits PRINCE BOUNTIFUL, 

speaking to him in an undertone for a 

Then the two approach the 
KING, bowing.) 

Guarp: Your Majesty, your Majesty! 

Kine (Jmpatiently): What is it? 

Guarp: Another suitor has just ar- 
rived, your Highness. He is called 
Prince Bountiful. 

Kina (Looking at PRINCE BOUNTIFUL 
sourly): Prince Bountiful, eh? He’d 
better have more to offer than the 
last prince who called. (He looks at 


moment. 


the QUEEN and PRINCESS.) You may 
as well hear this with me. It will 
give you some idea of what I have 
to put up with. Approach, Prince 
Bountiful. (PRINCE BounTIFUL bows, 
approaches the throne, and kneels.) 
What do you wish? 

Prince BountiFuL: The hand of the 
beautiful Princess, your Majesty. 
(He looks at the Princess, who hides 
her face behind her fan.) 

Kine: Keep your eyes to yourself. 


You know the terms. You brought well. I suppose I may as well go 


on with it. Who wishes to see me? 

Prince ORNATE (Bowing): Prince 
Ornate, at your service, sire. 

Kina: What is your wish? 

Prince OrNATE: The hand of the 
Princess, sire. 

Kine: You brought the most precious 
gift in the world? 

PRINCE ORNATE (Bowing): I did, your 
Majesty. (He uncovers a tray of 
jewels, holding them up one by one.) 


the most precious gift in the world? 

Prince BountiFut: I did, your Maj- 
esty — the fruit of the field. (He 
holds out a pumpkin. Since the Kine 
fails to take it, he sets it down and 
brings forth in succession a bunch of 
turnips, a few cucumbers, some onions. 
Each time, the Kina refuses to touch 
them.) 

Kine (Sarcastically): Are you through? 
Is that all? 





Gems, your Majesty. A fortune in 
gems, and there are more, besides 
these, if your Majesty will accept 
them. (He hands them to the Kina, 
who takes them eagerly.) 

<inG (Holding up jewels and admiring 
them): Rubies, diamonds, emeralds, 
platinum, gold — truly a wonderful 
gift. 

-RINCE ORNATE (Bowing in agreement) : 
The most precious gift in the world, 
sire. 

>RINCESS (Desperately): Oh, no. 

QUEEN: Are you sure, your Majesty? 

AING (Jn surprise): Have you any 
doubt? 

QUEEN: Yes, I have doubt. 

KING (Tolerantly, to PRINCE ORNATE): 
You see how it is with women. Now, 
I, myself, am quite sure that there is 
nothing more precious than your 
gift. However, you must be kind and 
allow us a week. If, at the end of 
that time, a more precious gift has 
not been brought, we will arrange 
the wedding. You will receive the 
hand of the Princess, and half of my 
kingdom. 

-*RINCESS (Despairingly): Oh, no. 

<ING: Silence! (7'o Prince ORNATE) 
You are dismissed, my son. Return 
in a week. 

RINCE ORNATE (Bowing and retreat- 
ing): I shall return, your Majesty. 
(He throws a kiss with his hand 
toward the Princess.) Until then, 
my love. (PrincEss shudders. As 
door closes behind Prince ORNATE, 
she pleads with KiNG.) 

PRINCESS: Father, I simply cannot 
marry that man. 

SING (Fingering the jewels): Nonsense. 
He is a very nice young man. 


QUEEN: But he is ugly. 

Kine: Your imagination, my dear. I 
thought him quite attractive. (He 
continues to examine jewels.) 

Guarp (Approaching and bowing): 
Your Majesty, here is another who 
wishes to see you. (Prince TRUE- 
LOVE enters quietly and approaches.) 

Kina (Without interest): Very well. 
Let him approach. (PRINCESS sees 
him and clasps her hands adoringly.) 

Princess: Prince Truelove! You came! 

Kine (Impatiently, to her): Be quiet. 
daughter. You disgrace yourself, 
(To Prince TrRUELOVE) You are 
Truelove? 

Prince TRUELOVE: That is my name, 
your Majesty. 

Kina: Son of old Hammerhead? 

PrincE TrRUELOVE: I have heard him 
called that, sire. It is not his real 
name, of course. 

Kine (Abruptly): It doesn’t matter. 
What do you wish, Truelove? 

PRINCE TRUELOVE: I beg the hand of 
your daughter in marriage, your 
Majesty. We have loved each other 
for years. 

KING (Coldly): It has been without my 
knowledge or consent. I have 
promised that the one who brings me 
the most precious gift shall receive 
the hand of the Princess. You have 
brought such a gift? 

PRINCE TRUELOVE (Confidently): I 
have, your Majesty. I present you 
with the most precious gift. (With a 
flourish, he hands the K1NG a crystal 
salt shaker. The Kina takes the gift 
and looks at it curiously.) 

Kina (Unbelievingly): It looks like — 
it can’t be — would you mind telling 
me what it is? 





Prince TrRUELOVE (Proudly): Salt, 
your Majesty, the most precious gift 
in the world. Without it, every- 
thing would taste flat. (The QUEEN 

despair. The 
Princess looks hopefully at Kina.) 

Princess (Brightly): He’s right, Father. 

KiNG: Silence! (70 Prince TRUELOVE) 


hides her face in 


You are playing a joke on me? 

PRINCE TRUELOVE: No, sire. It is no 
joke. I have thought about it a long 
time. The most precious thing I can 
think of is salt 

KinG (Jn a rage): Salt! Now I have 
heard everything. Salt! (He laughs 
harshly.) Wa, ha, ha. I couldn’t 
live without it, I suppose? 

PRINCE TRUELOVE: I don’t believe you 
could, sire. 

Kina: We'll see. (Jo Guarpb) Throw 
this impudent puppy out. From 
this moment on, I want no one to 
mention the word saltin my presence. 
Do you hear, everyone? (He glares 
and they all nod soberly.) Further- 

no salt will be used in the 
We will see whether or not 

we can do without it. (The Guarp 

PRINCE ‘TRUELOVE out. 

TRUELOVE looks despair- 
ingly back at the The 
Princess holds out a hand implor- 
ingly to him.) 

Princess (folding handkerchief to her 


more, 
palace. 


nustles 
PRINCE 
PRINCESS. 


eyes, as she curtsies briefly): Excuse 
me, Father. 
QUEEN (Curtsying): Excuse me, my 
(She hastens after PRINCEss. 
KinG looks after them, then he turns, 
shrugs his shoulders and spreads his 


(She hurries out.) 


dear. 


hands in despair.) 
Kine: Women! 
them? 


Who can understand 
(He turns to the jewels, run- 


ning them through his fingers.) Nove 
these! These are easy to undef 
stand. (He exits, admiring the jewels 
The GuaRp straightens the furnitures 
GuarD (70 himself): What a day, 
What a day! How it will all tun 
out, I’m sure I don’t know. (/]| 
exits. Quick curtain.) p 


‘se e@2 @ @ 


SCENE 2 

Time: A week later. 

SETTING: Same as Scene 1. 

Ar Ruse: The an 
again moves furniture about, as 1% 
preparing for the day’s activities. 

GuaArD (70 himself): | hope this day i 
better than the past week has been 
Nothing but trouble and unhappi 
ness since those accursed jewel 
came into the palace. And stream 
of suitors! Poor Princess! (He shake 
his head sympathetically.) 

Cook (Offstage): James? James! (Th 


(GUARD re-enters 


door opens and Coox pokes her hea 
in.) There you are! 

Guarpb: Where did you think I’d be’ 
What do you want? 

Cook: James, you know the King 
hasn’t eaten for a week. 

Guarpb: Everyone knows that. 

Cook: What are we to do? I cook th 
best I can without salt, but nothin 
is fit to eat. I’m afraid the King wil 
order my head chopped off if I don’ 
cook something to please him soon 

GuarpD: Oh, he won’t do that. Tha 
happens only in fairy tales. 

Cook (Snorts): That’s all you knov 
about it. 

Guarp: Even if you were in any dan 
ger, I don’t know how TJ could help 
you. I’m no cook. 

Cook: I know. But you are familia 





with the King. Do you think I 
might risk putting a little salt into 
his food? 

Guarp (Shocked): Heavens, no! Then 
your life would really be in danger. 
If he found out 

Cook: Who’d tell him? 

Guarp (Shaking his head wisely): He’d 
find out. He always does. 

Cook (Discouraged): I suppose so. 
(There is a sudden knock at the door.) 
Oh, heavens! What if that’s the 
King? I shouldn’t be here. (She 
looks frantically about for a place to 
hide.) 

GuarD: Get behind me. It isn’t the 
King, but I must see who it is. (He 
opens door. PRINCE TRUELOVE en- 
ters, in disguise, wearing a white wig 
and a long, dark cloak.) 

GuarpD: What do you want? 

PRINCE TRUELOVE: I have heard that 
the King will not eat. I should like 
to bring him a tray of food that I 
guarantee he will eat and enjoy. 

GuarbD: How would we know it wasn’t 
poisoned? 

Prince TRUELOVE: You could feed 
some of it to me, first. If it doesn’t 
poison me, it won’t hurt the King. 

Cook (Peeking out from behind the 
GuarpD): Try it. We must try some- 
thing. Think of my poor head! (She 
holds it with both hands and moves it 
back and forth on her neck as if to 
assure herself that it is firmly affixed.) 

Guarp (Doubtfully): I suppose we 
could. (Hurriedly) But you must 
be gone, now, sir. I hear the ap- 
proach of the King’s party. (Ur- 
gently) Go! (To the Cook) You, too! 
(PRINCE TRUELOVE and Cook exit. 
The GUARD stands at attention.) 


HERALD (Offstage): Make way for the 
King! Make way for the King! 
(KING enters, followed by the QUEEN 
and Princess. GuARD bows. All 
take their usual places.) 

QUEEN: I wouldn’t have come today, 
except that you seem so ill, my dear 
— so weak. 

KING: nothing 
wrong with me. (He puts a hand on 
his stomach.) Except that I’m so 
very hungry. 

QuEEN: Let me send for a tray of 
food. Please do. You must eat. 
Princess: Father hasn’t eaten for a 

week — not for a whole week! 

Kina (Shaking his head): It’s no use. 
I’ve tried. Nothing tastes good to 
me. Perhaps after the wedding 

Princess: Father, must there be a 
wedding? 

KING: Silly child, of course there must. 
Of all the gifts we have received 
precious gifts — none has surpassed 
that of the Prince Ornate. You will 
marry him and live happily ever 
after. Princesses always do. 


Nonsense. There’s 


PRINCESS: Only if they marry someone 
they love. I don’t 
Ornate. 

Kine (Holding up his hand): We will 
hear no more about it. I am sure it 
is your unreasonable attitude that 
has taken away my appetite. Noth- 
ing tastes good to me any more. 
(There is a knock at the door. The 


love Prince 


GUARD opens it and receives a tray 


of food. 


throne.) 

Guarp: Your Majesty. 

Kina (Looks forward and sniffs with 
interest): Something smells good. 
What is it? 


He proceeds with this to the 





Guarp (Lifts napkin): A tray of 
delicacies for you, my Lord. There 
is turkey — 

Kine (Hastily): Never mind, I will 
see for myself. I don’t suppose — 
(He picks up a drumstick and tastes 
it tentatively.) It is! (He beams and 
eats more.) It is simply delicious! 
(He eats ravenously while the others 
look on with pleasure.) 

Krxc: Who prepared this fine food? 
A new cook? 

Guarpb: A gentleman brought it for 
you, sire. He said he guaranteed 
that you would enjoy it. 

Kine (Suspiciously): A stranger? I 
hope you took proper precautions? 

Guarp (Hastily) :Several persons tasted 
it, your Majesty. (The Kina nods 
with satisfaction and continues eat- 
ing.) 

Kinc: The best food I ever ate. I 
wish you’d find that gentleman. I’d 
like to reward him, and make him 
my chief cook. 

Guarp: He is here, your Majesty. We 
asked him to wait. 

Kine (Nodding): Good. Present him. 
(The Guarp bows and withdraws. 
He opens door and PRINCE TRUELOVE 
enters, still in disguise. He ap- 
proaches the throne and kneels, bowing 
humbly.) 

Kina: Sir. 

PRINCE TRUELOVE: Yes, your Majesty. 

Kine: You prepared the food on this 
tray? 

PRINCE TRUELOVE: I did, your Maj- 
esty. 

Kina: It is delicious. The best I ever 
ate. (PRINCE TRUELOVE bows.) 

QvuEEN: He has eaten nothing for a 
week. 
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PriIncE TRUELOVE (Sympathetically) : 
That is too bad. | 

Kine: There has been nothing fit to | 
eat. Tell me, sir, what is the secret 
of your skill? Do you use a special 
ingredient? How is it that my best 
cooks have been unable to prepare 
anything that compares with this? 
(He gestures toward tray.) 

PrincE TRUELOVE (Hesitantly): I’m 
afraid I dare not tell you, your 
Majesty. 

Kine: Nonsense. You can withhold 
no secrets from the King. If you 
are in fear of anyone, I will protect 
you from him. Tell me. 

PRINCE TRUELOVE: You would pro- 
tect me even from yourself, your 
Majesty? 

Kina: Are you joking? 

Prince TRUELOVE: No, your Majesty. 
Do you promise that you, yourself 
will not harm me? 

Kina: You are making me a little 
angry, my dear sir. It is not my 
custom to reward virtue with injury. 
However, you have my promise. I 
will not harm you in any way. Now, 
what is it that makes this food so 
delicious? 

PRINCE TRUELOVE: I beg your pardon, 
sire, but it is salt. 

Kina (Jumping to his feet): Salt! How 
dare you! Guard, have this man — 

PRINCE TRUELOVE (Drawing himself 
up with dignity): I have your word, 
sire, the promise of a King. 

Kina: That is true. (He sinks limply 
back to his seat.) You have my word. 
(He leans forward and looks intently 
at Prince TRUELOVE.) Who are 
you? Haven’t I seen you before? 

PRINCE TRUELOVE (Removing his wig 





and throwing off his cloak): I am 
Prince Truelove. 

Princess (With joy): Prince Truelove! 
(She holds her hands out towards him.) 
You’ve come back! 

QUEEN: Prince Truelove! 

Kine: Prince Truelove? 
Hammerhead? 

TRUELOVE (Bowing): The same. I 
have come to claim the hand of your 
daughter. 

Kina (Bewildered): 
precious gift? 

PRINCE TRUELOVE (Motioning toward 
the tray): You have it — salt. I will 
be glad to supply you with all the 
salt you will need for the rest of 
your life. 

Kina (Rubbing stomach): If it is salt 
that makes everything taste so de- 
licious, I am ready to grant that it 
is the most precious gift in the world. 
(He picks up some slivers of food 
from the tray and eats them.) I al- 
ways did like to eat, especially when 
things are seasoned properly. (PRINCE 
TRUELOVE smiles at the PRINCESS. 
She nods and smiles.) I guess we 
might as well go on with the wed- 
ding — a different groom than I had 
intended (He shrugs) but I don’t 
suppose anyone will mind. (He 


Son of old 


But the most 


thinks a moment, then speaks to the 
Princess.) You are acquainted 
with this young man, daughter? 

PRINCESS (Glancing coyly atthe PRINCE): 
Yes, Father. 

Kina: You like him? 

Princess (Shyly hiding behind her 
fan): Yes, Father. 

Kine: You would be willing to marry 
him? 

Princess (Decidedly): Oh, yes, Father, 
if he will have me. (PRINCE TRUE- 
LOVE goes quickly and kneels at her 
feet.) 

Kina (Nonchalantily): I guess that 
takes care of that. (Jo PRINCE 
TRUELOVE) Get up, young man. If 
you’re to be the future king, you'll 
have to learn to keep up off your 
knees. 

PrincE TRUELOVE: Yes, your Maj- 
esty. (He rises and bows. The Kina 
starts descending from the throne, 
then turns to the PRINCESS.) 


Kine: They will marry and live hap- 


and 
hap- 


pily ever after? (PRINCESS 
PRINCE TRUELOVE hold hands 
pily.) 
PRINCESS and PRINCE TRUELOVE: Oh, 
yes, Father. (Curtain) 
THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Girr THAT WON THE PRINCESS 


Characters: 7 male; 3 female. 
Playing Time: 20 minutes 


Costumes: Court costumes for all. King, 
Queen, and Princess wear crowns. Herald 
and Guard wear uniforms. Cook wears 
white apron and cook’s hat. In Scene 2, 
Truelove wears white wig and dark cloak. 


Properties: Rose, basket of vegetables, tray 
of jewels, crystal salt shaker, handkerchief, 
tray of food covered with a napkin, and fan. 

Setting: The throne room. The only necessary 
furnishings are two large thrones and a 
small throne, but the rest of the room may 
be decorated as elaborately as desired. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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BOOKS 


Blue-Ribbon Plays 
for Graduation 


edited by Sytvia E. KAMERMAN 


A collection of one-act, royalty-free 
plays suitable for commencement pro- 
grams. This book contains an ex- 
citing variety of dramatic material to 
highlight graduation and promotion 
exercises. 


Junior and Senior High 203 pgs., $3.75 


Round-the-Year Plays 
for Children 


by ALIcE VERY 


Included are 35 royalty-free short 
plays for all important holidays and 
festive occasions, adaptations of folk 
tales and legends, nature plays, and 
special dramatizations for the four 
seasons of the year. Lively plots, easy 
to produce. 


Lower and Middle Grades 279 pgs., $3.75 


Four-Star Plays for Boys 
edited by A. S. Burack 


These 15 one-act, royalty-free plays 
for all-boy casts offer a wide range of 
settings (Sherwood Forest, a modern 
newspaper office, a circus, etc.) and a 
variety of characters (cowboys, clowns, 
pirates, space men, and American teen- 
agers). Easy to produce. 


Lower Grades through Senior High 
237 pages, $3.75 


(Standard Clothbound Books) 


PLAYS, Inc. 


Publishers 


8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 
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—NOW AVAILABLE 


CATALOG 


of Plays Previously Published 
and Still in Active Demand. 


Here is a selected list of more than 450 
plays from past issues of PLAYS, The 
Drama Magazine for Young ee : 
The play descriptions, each of which 
contains a plot summary, setting, and 
number of characters, are grouped un- 
der the following popular headings: 
Book Week 
Career Plays 
Christmas 
Columbus Day Mother's Day 
Comedies Mysteries 
Easter Patriotic and Historical 
Fairy Tales, Folk Plays for All-Boy Casts 
Tales, Legends Plays for All-Girl Caste 
Foreign Lands Radio Plays 
Graduation and Promotion Thanksgiving 
Halloween United Nations 
Health and Safety Valentine's Day 
Lincoln's Birthday Washington's Birthday 
This catalog will be a convenient guide 
for subscribers who may wish to refer 
to material previously published in the 
magazine. Send for your free copy of 
this 40-page catalog. 


PLAYS, Inc., Publishers 


8 ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS. 
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@ If you are a subscriber you may ob- 
tain additional copies of any of the 
any published in PLAYS for use 

y members of the cast. 


@ By purchasing play scripts you can 
save time and effort spent in copy- 
ing parts. 


@ We can supply you with copies of 
plays from current and past issues. 


Subscribers pay only 25 cents per script! 


When ordering, be sure to give name 
under which subscription is listed. 
(Otherwise the price of each play is 50 
cents per copy.) 


To eliminate bookkeeping we suggest that 
payment accompany orders, especially for 
small quantitses. 


PLAYS, INC. 


8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 














Part Three 


Lower Grades 





Laster Bunny on Pleasant Street 


by Gladys V. Smith 


Characters 
Mr. BuNNy 
Mrs. Bunny 
PETER 
SKIPPY 
Bun-BuN 
NIBBLER 


Bunny children 


GRANNY PEASLEY 
Miss EMMA 

Mrs. Brown 
Mr. Matcotm 
Mrs. Duck 

Mrs. OrroLe 
Mrs. Hen 
BLUEBIRD 

RoBIn 

Five CHILDREN 

SettinG: The living room of the Bunny 
home. 

Ar Rise: Mr. and Mrs. Bunny are 
seated in easy chairs. She ts knitting 
and he is reading a newspaper. 

Mrs. Bunny: How nice to have a little 
rest before the children come home. 
Ah, me! It seems but yesterday that 
they were helpless little bunnies. 
Now they go off to Bunny School all 
by themselves. 

Mr. Bunny: I must speak to Bun-Bun. 
She didn’t stop to sniff yesterday as 
she went past the big rock. 
never knows Blackie, 
hound, may be hiding there. 


One 


when the 


Mrs. Bunny: Our children seem very 
clever at 


hopping and dodging. 


However, one can’t be too careful. 
Tell me, did you have a good day at 
the Rabbit Council? 

Mr. Bunny: Oh, yes. The usual thing 
Most of the talk was about 
housing for rabbits. 


better 

It seems that 
there aren't as many briar patches 
as there used to be. 

Mrs. Bunny: Speaking of houses, | 
haven’t heard any hammering over 
at Mr. Malcolm’s today. That new 
house of his must be finished. 

Mr. Bunny: I’m just getting used to 
the sound of hammers. I can’t see 
why he wants a new house. The old 
one looks very comfortable to me. 

Mrs. Bunny: The new one looks much 
too large for him. (Four little Bun- 
NIES enter, hopping.) 

Bunnies: Good 
and Daddy. 
Mrs. Bunny: What! Home 
school so soon? The day has hardly 
begun. 
at once. 

Skippy: Yes, Mother. 
thing to eat? 

Mrs. Bunny: It’s your turn to nibble 
the lettuce in the third row of Miss 
Emma’s garden. But be very careful 
and run for home the minute you 
hear the back door open. (Sktpry 
exits.) 

Mr. Bunny: Bun-Bun and Nibbler, 
listen carefully. You are to work in 
the east side of Granny Peasley’s 


afternoon, Mother 
from 


Skippy, go wash your face 


Is there any- 





carrot patch today. She won’t be in 
that end of the garden, because she 
picked there yesterday. (BuN-BuUN 
and NIBBLER ezit.) 

Mrs. Bunny: You're very quiet, 
Peter. Something is troubling you. 
What is it? 

Perer (Hanging his head): It isn’t 
anything much. 

Mrs. Bunny: Come now. Out with 
it. 

Peter: It’s just that — well, it’s the 
day before Easter. 

Mr. Mrs. Bunny 
gravely): We know. 

Peter: And my class chose me to be 
Easter Bunny for Pleasant Street. 

Mr. Bunny: Son, that’s a real honor. 

Perer: But you know there isn’t a 
single child on Pleasant Street now. 
What good is an Easter bunny if 
there are no children looking for 
baskets? 

Mrs. Bunny: Your father and I have 
spoken of that. It is too bad. 

Peter: There’s just old Mr. Malcolm, 
and Granny Peasley, and Miss 
Emma, who lives by herself. Then 
there’s Mrs. Brown, and Mr. and 
Mrs. Proudly, whose children are 
grown. 

Mr. Bunny: Perhaps next year, Peter, 
things will be different. I know that 
you would make a wonderful Easter 
Bunny. Besides, it was an honor 
just to be chosen. 

Peter: Today in Show-and-Tell Time 
all the other bunnies told of their 
plans to take Easter baskets to 
children on their streets. Some have 
spent weeks getting ready for it. 
And I couldn’t say that I had made 
a single basket. 


and 


(Nodding 


Mrs. Bunny: Don’t feel sad, Peter. 
We all feel unhappy at times. This 
is not serious trouble. Suppose a dog 
bit you, or you were caught in a 
trap. 

Peter: I know, Mother. (He sits 
sadly.) But why couldn’t there be at 
least one child living on Pleasant 
Street this year? (The curtains close. 
The following scene is played in front 
of the curtains. GRANNY PEASLEY 
and Miss Emma enter.) 

GRANNY Peas.ey: I haven’t heard a 
bit of hammering today. 

Miss Emma: Mr. Malcolm’s new house 
must be about finished. 

GRANNY PrEASLEY: He would be very 
foolish to give up the nice little place 
he has. The new one looks much 
too large for him. 

Miss Emma: It would be nice to have 
some young neighbors for a change. 

GRANNY PrasLey (Jnsulted): Well! 

Miss Emma: Excuse me, Granny 
Peasley. I wouldn’t want to lose 
any of the older neighbors, you un- 
derstand. But sometimes I think it 
would be fun to have some young 
folks on our street. (Mrs. Brown 
enters.) Why good afternoon, Mrs. 
Brown. 

Mrs. Brown: Good afternoon, neigh- 
bors. Do you know that a big truck 
just stopped at the new house? They 
are unloading furniture. There’s a 
highchair and a bicycle and a sled . . . 

Miss Emma: Why, what would Mr. 
Malcolm do with such things? 

Mrs. Brown: Here he comes now. 
Let’s ask him. (Mr. MALcotm 
enters.) 

Lapies: Good morning, Mr. Malcolm. 

Mr. Matcotm: Good morning, ladies. 





Miss Emma: That’s a nice house you 
are building, Mr. Malcolm. It must 
be nearly finished. 

Mr. Macon: Nearly finished? It is 
finished. My son, his wife, and 
family are moving in. Haven’t you 
seen them? 

Miss Emma: Your son? 

GRANNY PEASLEY: His family? 

Mrs. Brown: How many children? 

Mr. Matcoim: Five healthy, hearty, 
children. They’re live-wires, I can 
tell you. It’s going to be mighty 
nice to have young people around. 

Lapies: How nice! Children on 
Pleasant Street! (They all go off, 
talking together. The curtains open. 
Mr. and Mrs. Bunny and PETER 
are still seated in the living room. 
Skippy, NIpBLeER and Bun-Bun 
hop in.) 

Bunnies: Mother! 
what! 

Mr. Bunny: Well? 

Bunnigs: They’re moving in! 

Mrs. Bunny: Who’s moving in? 

NrpBLER: Mr. Malcolm’s grandchil- 
dren. 

Sxippy: There are five of them. 

Bun-Bun: They are going to live in the 
new house. 

NipsiLER: Mr. Malcolm didn’t build 
the new house for himself at all. He 
wanted his children and grandchil- 
dren to live next door. So he built 
a home for them. 

Bun-Bun: There’s a little girl, too. I 
heard her say, “Do you think the 
Easter Bunny will find us in our new 
home?” 

Skippy: And the oldest one said, 
“Maybe the Easter Bunny won’t 
find us this year.” 


Daddy! 


Guess 
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Peter: Listen, one and all. Those 
children must have an Easter basket. 
We shall make one right away. 

Bunnigs: Tell us what to do, Peter. 
We'll help you. 

Perer: Father Bunny, please send an 
order to Birdland. Tell them we 
need an Easter basket. 

Mr. Bunny: Anything to help, son. 
(He exits.) 

Peter: Skippy and Bun-Bun, spread 
the word to our bird friends that we 
need eggs, eggs, and more eggs. 

Skippy and Bun-Bun: 
We're off! (They exit.) 

NIBBLER: How can I help, Peter? 

Peter: Please pick the prettiest flow- 
ers you can find. Don’t forget 
pussy willows. 

NIBBLER: I'll get some beautiful ones. 
(He exits.) 

Mrs. Bunny: And I'll make a pretty 
bow for the basket. Let’s see. Shall 
I use yellow, pink, or blue ribbon? 
Pink, I guess. 

Pretrer: We'll give those children an 
Easter they’ll never forget. (Hnter 
Mrs. Duck, Mrs. Or10Lg, and Mr. 
Bunny. Mars. Duck is carrying a 
basket.) 

Mrs. Duck and Mrs. OrIoLeE: 
A-tisket, a-tasket, 

A green and yellow basket, 
A pretty Easter basket. 

Mrs. Bunny: Why, Mrs. Duck, how 
did you make one so quickly? 

Mrs. Duck: Mrs. Oriole helped me. 

Mrs. OrroLe: Mrs. Duck found the 
straw, and I did the weaving. 

Perer: You’re an expert at that, I 
know. Thank you very much. 
(Enter Sxippy with Mrs. Hen. She 
carries a nest of colored eggs.) Good 


Eggs-actly! 





afternoon, Mrs. Hen. I knew you Well, Peter, it looks as if you were 


would help me. going to be Easter Bunny after all. 
Mrs. Hen: Tut-Tut! Kadareut! Of tight here on Pleasant Street, too. 
course I’m glad to help. Here’s a (Curtains close. PETER hops in from 
nest of eggs of every color. right. He places the Easter basket 
Mrs. Bunny: Beautiful! Simply near front opening of curtain and 
beautiful! hops off. Five CHILDREN peep out of 
BLUEBIRD and Rosin (Enter singing): curtain opening.) 
\-tisket, a-tasket, Ist CuiLp: Oh, see! The Easter Bunny 
We’ve more eggs for the basket, 
The pretty Easter basket. 
Perer (Looking at the eggs they carry): 


has come. 
2np CuiLp: Come quickly, everyone. 
3rD CuiLp: The Easter Bunny has 


Such lovely eggs! Green, pink and ; 
een here. 


blue. They will look nice in the 
basket, too 4ru Cuitp: I’ve never seen such a 


NIBBLER (Enters, carrying flowers) : beautiful basket. 


A-tisket. a-tasket. 5rH Cuitp: How did he know where 

Flowers for vour basket, we lived? 

The pretty Easter basket. Att (Waving to audience): Happy 
Mrs. Bunny (As all place eggs and Easter! 

flowers in the basket Pretrer holds): THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
EastTeR BUNNY ON PLEASANT STREET 


Characters: 4 male; 9 female; 7 male or female, 
for bluebird, robin, and children. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes 

Costumes: The animals and birds may wear 
complete costumes, or they may wear every- 
day dress with touches suggesting the char- 
acters they represent — ears for the rabbits, 
wings for the birds, etc. If possible, 
Granny Peasley, Miss Emma, Mrs. Brown 
and Mr. Malcolm should look old. 

Properties: Knitting, for Mrs. Bunny; news- 
paper, for Mr. Bunny; Easter basket, for 
Mrs. Duck; nest of colored eggs, for Mrs 
Hen; colored eggs, for Bluebird and Robin; 
flowers, for Nibbler. 

Setting: The living room of the Bunny home. 
The only furnishings necessary are three 
easy chairs. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





The Copper Farthing 


by Betty Tracy Huff 


Characters 
Mr. GRIMES, a chimney sweep 
Tom 
PETER 
Dick 
JOHN 
WATCHMAN 
SARAH 
Maip 
GIRLS 
Bos >draper’s apprentices 
Harry | a 
LAVENDER SELLER 
CHERRY SELLER 
CuHatr MENDER 
BELLOWS MENDER 
BrRooM SELLER 
Pre MAN 
PASSERS-BY 


apprentices to the sweep 


1759. 


There are two booths 


TIME: A morning in June, 

SertinG: A street. 
at center back. On the booths are yard 
goods covered with canvas. 

At Rise: The stage is empty. The voice 
of the WATCHMAN is heard off-stage, 
faint at first and then growing louder. 

WATCHMAN (Off): All’s well. . . . All’s 
well on a fine Friday morning. 
(WaTCHMAN enters slowly along street.) 
All’s well . . . the long night is over. 
The year is 1759. London town is at 
peace and George is still our king. 
The long night is over. All’s well on 
a fine June morning. (//e exits slowly. 
Bos crawls out from under one of the 
booths, yawning and stretching.) 

Bos: Harry, Harry! Wake up! 


Harry (Crawling sleepily out from 
under the other booth): Morning al- 
ready? Wait 
instead of just draper’s apprentices! 


until we are masters 


We'll sleep in real beds and never 

get up till noon. (They drink from a 

jug of water they bring out from under 

one of the booths. Then they tie on 

their aprons and take their brooms 
from under the booths and begin to 
sweep, taking the canvas cover from 
off the booths and arranging the goods 
displayed there as the SELLERS enter 
in ones and twos.) 

‘HAIR MeENpDeER: Old chairs to mend, 
old chairs to mend! If I had money 
enough to spend, I never would ery 
old chairs to mend 

LAVENDER SELLER: Won’t you buy my 
pretty lavender? Two bunches a 
penny. 

CHERRY SELLER: Cherry ripe, cherry 
ripe, ripe, ripe cherries! 

Bettows MernpDER: You cook 
without a fire, you can’t make a fire 
without a bellows to blow the spark 


can’t 


to flame. Let me mend your bellows. 
Broom SELLER: Have you any boots, 
I’ll trade 
your old buskins for a brand new 
broom! 


or have you any shoon? 


(PASSERS-BY enter in ones 
and twos.) 

Bos Harry 
lingering at the 
from the Srreer SELLERS): What 
d’ye lack? What d’ye lack? Ribbon 
for my lady, linen for my lord 


(To 
booths and buying 


and PASSERS-BY 





(Girxs enter, bowling hoops along the 
street, guiding the hoops with sticks. 
Mr. Grimes enters, followed by his 
APPRENTICES. ) 

BeLtows MenperR: Mr. Grimes, a 
word with you! Is everything ready 
for — (Grimes puts a finger to his 
lips warningly. He and BELLOWS 
MENDER draw aside, putting their 
heads together. The APPRENTICE 
Sweeps stand by the booths.) 

Harry: Where are you fellows off to 
this morning? 

Tom: We’re going to sweep the chim- 
neys of Lady Bellingham. I think 
she has the crookedest, narrowest 
chimneys in town. We are sure to 
get stuck in them, and then goodness 
knows what Mr. Grimes will do! 
(SARAH enters timidly, carrying a 
large uith striped 
paper, with a bow on top. She is 
startled by the sellers who cry their 
wares in her ears, and jostled by the 
Passers-By. She looks around help- 
lessly as tf lost.) 

Bos (To Tom): Is Mr. Grimes really 
as horrible as people say? 

Tom: Worse, much worse! But maybe 
one day, somehow, I’ll earn a golden 
guinea and then I can buy my free- 
dom. 

Saran (Timidly, to the Girts who are 
playing with their hoops): Please, 
can you direct me to Lady Belling- 
ham’s house? 

First Giri: What's in the box? 
lady’s new cap? 


hatbox, covered 


My 


Srconp Grew: Show it to us and we'll 
tell you where my lady lives. 

Saran: Oh, please, I mustn’t open the 
box! (The APPRENTICE SWEEPS rush 
around her, except for Tom, who is 


still talking to Bos and Harry. The 
GIRLs watch, laughing and jeering at 
SARAH.) 

Peter: Show us the bonnet, or we'll 
put our sooty hands on the pretty 
box! 

SarAH: Oh, please, please — (She is 
jostled about. Tom runs forward, 
takes her arm and leads her aside 
safely. The others laugh and stand by, 
talking to one another. The Piz MAN 
enters with his goods held on top of his 
head on a tray covered with a white 
cloth.) 

Pre Man: Hot pies, apple pies hot, 
meat pies hot, piping hot pies! (The 
DraPER’S APPRENTICES and the 
Grrzs cluster around him, buying his 
wares, while the APPRENTICE SWEEPS 
look wistfully on. Mr. Grimes and 
the Brettows MENDER are. still 
plotting together.) 


Tom (Jo Saran): Lady Bellingham’s 
house? It’s just down the street; 
you can’t miss it. (Marp enters and 
goes to Pte MAN and buys a pie.) 
Why here’s Lady Bellingham’s own 
maid! You can give the box to her 
and she will see it safely delivered. 
(SARAH goes to MAID.) 


Map: Ah, the new cap! From your 


mother’s shop, eh, Sarah? Her 
Ladyship will be pleased. She was 
afraid your mother could not get the 
cap here in time for her to wear it 
today. For she is going to drink a 
dish of tea with the Duchess of 
Devonshire and the good Dr. John- 
son and that nice little Mr. Boswell. 
Here is a new shilling for you to 
spend, Sarah, and a copper farthing 
with a hole in it to bring you good 





luck. (Hands coin to Saran. Exits. 

SARAH goes to booths.) 

ELLOWS MENDER (7'0 Grimes): It’s 

all settled then? We'll meet here 

after you have it, and we’ll — 

RIMES: Hush, not so loud! (Jo Ap- 

PRENTICE SWEEPS) All right now, 

boys! No more loitering about! 

Get to work, get to work or it will be 

the worse for you! (Exit Grimes and 

the APPRENTICE SWEEPS. The GIRLS 
exit, rolling their hoops.) 

Bop (To Saran): What d’ye lack, 
what d’ye lack, fair maid? A ribbon 
to hang the copper farthing around 
your neck to bring you good luck? 

Harry: That’s a specially lucky farth- 
ing. See, it’s almost broken in half. 

SARAH: I wish I could repay the chim- 
ney sweep who helped me. Perhaps 
I can get him a gift. 

Harry: Tom? He’s a good lad. Ah, 


but I’m glad I’m not a chimney 
sweep! 

Bos: Especially with Grimes for a 
master! (Voices off, shouting ‘Stop 
thief, stop thief!’ Tom runs on.) 


Tom: Hide me! The watchman is 
after me! They say I stole a silver 
cup from the house of Lady Belling- 
ham! 

Saran: Oh, Tom, you didn’t — you 
couldn’t! 

Tom: Of course I didn’t. But how am I 
going to prove it? 

Bos: Here’s the town watchman com- 
ing! Hide under here, Tom. (He 
lifts cover of booth and pushes Tom 
under it, out of sight. Enter Watcu- 
MAN, Grimes, the APPRENTICE 
Sweeps and the Matp, searching for 
Tom. The BELLows MENDER catches 
the sleeve of the WATCHMAN and 
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whispers in his ear, pointing to where 
Tom ts hiding. The WATCHMAN gives 
a coin to BeLLows MENDER and 
drags Tom out from under the booth. 
GRIMES and BELLOWS MENDER ex- 
change knowing smiles and GRIMES 
pats his pocket.) 

WatcHMAN (7'0 Tom): Little thief! 

Tom: I’m innocent! I never touched 
the silver cup. 

WATCHMAN: Soot all over the cloth on 
the table where the stolen cup used 
to stand, and you say you never 
touched it! 

Tom: But I didn’t! And we all have 
sooty hands, even Mr. Grimes! 

Grimes: Off to the Fleet with him, 
watchman! 

SarAH: Wait, oh, please wait! I have 
a magic coin here, a copper farthing, 
bent and almost broken and with a 
hole in the middle. 

Marin: I gave it to Sarah for delivering 
my lady’s new bonnet. But what 
has that to do with the robbery? 

SaraH: I’ll show you. (She drops the 
farthing into the jug of water beside 
the booth and puts the jug under the 
booth.) Now, each of the sweeps will 
reach in, in turn, and touch the coin 
in the jug. When the guilty person 
touches the farthing, the jug will 
break! 

Peter: I’ll do it. I know I’m innocent. 
(He reaches into hidden jug.) 

Dick: And I! (He reaches in.) 

Joun: I’m not afraid. (Reaches in. 
Tom then puts his hand under the 
booth.) 

SaraH: And still the jug is not broken. 
Mr. Grimes, what about you? You’re 
the only one left. 

Mr. Grimes (Blustering): I shan’t do 





it! It’s all a lot of nonsense. Tom’s 
guilty. I can’t think why the jug 
didn’t break when he touched the 
coin. 

Marp: Tom must be innocent! Every- 
one knows a copper farthing with a 
hole in the middle has great powers. 

WatTcHMAN: Go ahead, Mr. Grimes. 
We know you didn’t have anything 

What do 


you have to lose? Just reach in and 


to do with the robbery. 


touch the coin and then everyone 
will be satisfied. (GrimEs gulps, and 
then reaches in.) 
Grimes: There, you see, nothing hap- 
pened! Arrest Tom! 
SaRAH: Wait! All of you show me your 
(The APPRENTICE SWEEPS 
put out thetr hands. Sarau looks at 
in turn.) One clean, one 
dirty hand. Now, Mr. Grimes, let 
me see your hands. (Grimes holds 
Both of 
covered with soot! 
What of that? I’ve 
working on my lady’s chimneys just 


hands! 


each om 


out his hands.) them are 


GRIMES: been 
as these boys have been doing. 

Sarauw: But the boys each have one 
clean hand, because they were not 
afraid into the 
touch the copper farthing. 


to reach water to 
Their 
hands were washed clean of soot. 
Your hands are still dirty, Mr. 
Grimes, because you knew you were 
guilty, and you did not dare to touch 
the (GRIMES gives a 
tosses the silver cup out of his pocket 
towards the BELLows MENDER, but 
the cup falls to the ground. The 
Map picks it up. GRIMES and the 
BELLOWS MENDER run off, pursued 
by the WATCHMAN and some of the 
PASSERS-BY. MAarp exits.) 


coin. shout, 


Tom: Oh, Sarah, how can I ever thank 
you? 

SarAH: I owed you a favor, Tom, be- 
cause you were so kind to me. Now 
you must take the copper farthing 
because it proved your innocence. 
(Offers coin) 

Tom: No, Sarah, the coin belongs to 
you. (The coin falls. 

Sarau: Oh, look, it has broken into 
two pieces. Now we each can keep 
half. 

Tom: Then we'll both be lucky. And 
no matter how long it is until we 
meet again we will always recognize 
one another by matching halves of 
the coin. I won’t always be a chim- 

One 

day I’ll earn a golden guinea and 


ney sweep, you know, Sarah. 


buy my freedom of Mr. Grimes. 
Sarauw: Oh, Tom, I know you will, one 
day. (Marp enters.) 


Maip: Come quickly, both of you! 


Her ladyship has a reward for you. 


A golden guinea for each of you for 

rescuing her silver cup. Come with 
me, quickly! 

Saran: Oh, Tom, now you can buy 
your freedom! (Exit Marp, followed 
by Tom and Saran, hand in hand.) 

Perer: A holiday, a holiday, Grimes 
isn’t here! (The APPRENTICE SWEEPS 
run off happily. The STREET SELLERS 
cry their wares. The Gir.s cross stage 
with their hoops. PASSERS-BY linger 
here and there. Bow and Harry give 

their cry and hold out ribbons and 

laces to prospective buyers, as the cur- 
tain slowly falls.) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 83 





The Country Store Cat 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 


BILLY THE STOREKEEPER 
NINE STOREKEEPERS 


i customers 


Jim and Jane | 


OTHER CUSTOMERS 

Tue Country Strore Cat 

Srx Mice 

SETTING: A country store. 

At Rise: The Customers, equipped 
with shopping bags and market bas- 
kets, are lined up, half on one side of 
the stage, and half on the other. The 
NINE STOREKEEPERS are hidden be- 
hind the counter. The CLERK stands 
behind the counter and sings to the 
tune of “This Old Man”: 

Come on friends, let’s play store! 

Buy and sell and buy some more. 

Clerks and customers, each will 
take a turn. 

How much money will we earn? 

PETER (Stepping forward from line of 
Customers): I want to be the store- 
keeper. Please let me be the store- 
keeper. 

CuiERK: It’s all right with me. But 
what kind of store are you going to 
keep? 

Perer: I don’t know. 


CierK: You'd better make up your 
mind. Watch the Parade of the 
Storekeepers, and take your choice. 
(The Customers sing the following 
verses to the same tune. Each Srore- 
KEEPER pops up from behind the 
counter as he is described and panto- 
mimes the action of the song. On the 
final verse, they all march around the 
counter and off-stage.) 


This old man, he looks sweet, 

He sells candy on our street, 

Nick-nack, paddy whack, sing the 
song some more, 

This old man keeps a candy store. 


This old man, he keeps shop, 

He sells grape and lemon pop. 

Nick-nack, paddy whack, sing 
never stop, 

This old man keeps a soda shop. 


This old man, he works hard, 

He sells dress goods by the yard, 

Nick-nack, paddy whack, sing the 
song some more, 

This old man keeps a dry goods 
store. 


This old man, he sells nails, 

Also hammers, locks and pails, 

Nick-nack, paddy whack, sing the 
song some more. 

This old man keeps a hardware 
store. 





This old man, he sells pills, 

Big and small to cure your ills, 

Nick-nack, paddy whack, sing the 
song some more, 

This old man keeps the big drug 
store. 


This old man, he sells hats, 

Coats and dresses, shoes and spats. 

Nick-nack, paddy whack, sing the 
song some more, 

This old man keeps a clothing store. 


This old man, he sells bread, 

Cabbage, lettuce by the head, 

Nick-nack, paddy whack, sing the 
song some more, 

This old man keeps a grocery store. 


This old man, he sells trains, 

Also drums and dolls and planes. 

Nick-nack, paddy whack, sing the 
song some more, 

This old man keeps a big toy store. 

These old they keep store, 

Buy and sell and buy some more. 

Nick-nack, paddy whack, cheer them 
every one, 

These old have 
(STOREKEEPERS exit.) 


men, 


men lots of fun! 


Cierk: Now that you have seen all 
these different storekeepers, what 
kind would you like to be? 

Peter: I still don’t know. 

Bitty (Coming forward): I know what 
kind of store I want to have. I want 
a general store. 

CusToMErs: What’s a general store? 

Mary: Is it a place where they sell 
generals? 


Bitty: Don’t be silly. A general store 


is where they sell everything in 
general. 
Susie: I know. 


store. 


It’s like a country 


Bit.y: General store or country store, 
it’s all the same. 


Rutu: What can you buy there? 


Bruty: Listen. I'll tell you. (Goes 
behind counter) But first I must 
dress up like a storekeeper. (Stoops 
behind counter and puts on a white 
apron, cardboard cuffs, a pair of 
glasses and a big, black, handle-bar 
mustache.) Now I am the store- 
keeper, and this is my clerk. (Indi- 
cates CLERK) 

Customers: Good morning, Mr. Store- 
keeper. 

Bitty: Good morning to you. Just 
look around and help yourselves. We 
have everything you need. (Recites): 


You can buy laces 

And Halloween faces, 

And apples so juicy to eat. 

You can buy candles, 

And baskets with handles, 

And candy all sticky and sweet. 


You can buy dishes, 
And oysters and fishes, 
And, oh 


more. 


yes, a thousand things 

You can even buy onions 

And plasters for bunions, 

When you deal at a real country 
store. 


SaRAH (Coming forward): 
Can I get potatoes 
And big red tomatoes, 
And maybe a trinket or two? 





BILLy: 
Oh, yes, indeed, madam, 
We always have had ’em, 
And keep them in stock just for you. 
Jack (Coming forward) : 
Can I buy a collar 
And tie for a dollar, 
And maybe a new pair of shoes? 
CLERK: 
Right here, at your service, 
And please don’t get nervous, 
We’ve plenty of styles you can 
choose. 
ANN (Coming forward) : 
Can I buy a dolly 
For Susan or Molly, 
And maybe just one for myself? 
BILLY: 
Oh, yes, indeed, honey 
If you have the money, 
You'll find them right here on the 
shelf. 
ALL (Singing): 
Come on, friends, let’s play store, 
Buy and sell and buy some more, 
Anything, everything, anything at 
all, 
Our new store is the place to calli. 
BILLY: 
Welcome, 
Store, 
And all our crowded shelves. 
I’ll make you out a proper bill 
When you have helped yourselves. 
(CusToMERS move about the stage 
pretending to fill their baskets and 
bags.) 
GIRL CUSTOMERS: 
I’ll take this and I’ll take that! 
I’ll take a dress and a brand new 
hat! 
Boy CusToMErs: 
I’ll take a rake and I’ll take a hoe. 


folks, 


to the Country 


I’ll take seeds that will grow and 
grow. 

Jim and JANE (At cracker barrel. Jim 
and JANE each wear glasses.) : 
I’ll take crackers and I'll 

cheese. 
Let’s help ourselves to some of 
these! (Leaning over and reach- 
ing into barrel, then coming up empty- 
handed) Look! Look! The cracker 
barrel is empty! 

Cat (Pops out of cracker barrel): 
Meow! Meow! Meow! Go away! 
Go away! You woke me up! You’ve 
ruined my nap! 

Customers: A cat! A cat! 


take 


Cat: Well, what are you staring at? 
Haven’t you ever seen a cat before? 

Jim and JANE: 

Of course we’ve seen a cat before, 
But you don’t belong in a country 
store! 

Cat: I most certainly do belong here. 
This is my home and besides I work 
here. The storekeeper couldn’t get 
along without me! 


Brtuy: So there you are, you good-for- 
nothing cat! Sleeping in the cracker 


barrel again! (Seizes broom and 
comes out from behind the counter) 
I have a good notion to sweep you 
out of here! You haven’t caught a 
mouse for over a year! All you do is 
eat and sleep and let the mice eat 
all my crackers and cheese! 

Jim: Why don’t you get a new cat? 

Cat: Don’t that! What will 
become of me if he turns me out? 


say 


Bitty: And what will become of me if 
I keep you here? The mice will eat 
me out of house and home! 

Cat: Meow! Meow! Meow! I am the 





unhappiest cat in the world! If only 
I could catch a mouse! 
Jim: Then why can’t you? You are a 
cat, aren’t you? 
Cat: Of course, I’m a cat. (Suddenly 
scratching Jim) Just feel my sharp 
claws! 


Jim: Ouch! Ouch! 


JANE: Why don’t you use your claws 


the mice? All cats can 
catch mice if they really try. 

Car: Not Not any more! I 
don’t know what’s the matter with 
me. I sneak up on them, the way I 
used to. crouch! 
(Leaps) I spring! But they always 
get away. 

Bitty: Your sad tale touches my heart, 
but unless you get rid of all our mice 


to catch 


me! 


(Crouches) I 


by tomorrow, out you go! 

Cat: It’s a bargain. I'll do my very 
best. And if I fail, I’ll go away and 
[’ll never come back! I promise. 

Jim: I think he really means it. 

Bitty: I hope so. But now, it’s closing 

(Removes apron, cuffs, and 

glasses and lays them on counter) 

Come on, everybody, it’s time to 


time. 


shut up shop! 

JANE: Let’s all come back tomorrow. 

luck with the Mr. 
Country Store Cat! 

Customers and CLERK (Singing to 
opening tune): 


Good mice, 


Come on, folks, let’s go home, 
Time to leave this store alone. 
Shut it up, lock it up, everybody pay, 
We’ll come back another day! 
(All march off-stage singing. Jim and 
JANE are at end of line.) 

Cat (Pacing up 
behind his back): 
Meow! Meow! Meow! 


and down, paws 


A most unhappy cat! 

I cannot catch a single mouse, 
Or sneak up on a rat! 

Meow! Meow! Meow! 

The mice are laughing, too! 
They always get away from me, 
No matter what I do! 

Jim and JANE (Re-entering): We came 
back to help you. 

Cat: What can you do? 

Jim: Maybe we can watch and see what 
you are doing wrong. 

Cart: The mice won’t come out of their 
holes if you are here. They are more 
afraid of children than they are of 
me! 

JANE: We'll hide so they won’t see us. 

Jm: We’ll hide behind the cracker 
barrel. 

Car: Then be quick, because I hear 
them coming now. (As Jim and 
JANE duck behind the cracker barrel, 
six Mice enter. They are marching in 
a line, each Mouse grasping the tail 
of the Mouse ahead. They sing to 
the tune of ‘The Farmer in the Dell’’.) 


Mice: The cat is in the house, 
The cat is in the house, 
Shame, shame on kitty-cats 
Who cannot catch a mouse! 


We'll eat up all the cheese, 
We'll eat up all the cheese! 
Shame, shame on kitty-cats 
When we do as we please! 


We'll eat up all the rice, 
We'll eat up all the rice, 
Shame, shame on kitty-cats 
Who cannot catch the mice! 


(The Mice circle round the Cart, 





acting out each of the following verses. 
The Cat meows ferociously and leaps 
at them in vain. The Mice squeal in 
delight at the end of each verse.) 


We'll twist his bushy tail, 
We'll twist his bushy tail, 
Shame, shame on kitty-cats 
Who can’t put us in jail! 


We'll tweak his tender ears, 
We'll tweak his tender ears, 
Shame, shame on kitty-cats 
Whom not a mousie fears! 


We'll pull his whiskers out! 
We'll pull his whiskers out! 
Shame, shame on kitty-cats 
Who cannot drive us out! 


Cat: It’s no use! I give up! I can’t 
catch a mouse to save my life! 

Mice: Ho, ho, ho! Tee-hee-hee! 

Poor old kitty-cat can’t catch me! 

Cat (Makes another lunge. MIcE 
scatter.): I almost had one that time. 
If only I had jumped a little farther! 

Jim and JANE (Coming out from behind 
barrel): We have it! We have it! 
(Mice exit, scattering in all dtrec- 
tions.) 

Cat: Now what you’ve done! 
You’ve scared them all away. 

Jm: Don’t worry. They'll come back 
again. 

JANE: The important thing is that 
we've found out 
catch any mice. 

Cat: Tell me! Tell me! 

Jim: You’re nearsighted. 

JANE: You need glasses. 


see 


why you can’t 


I was near- 
sighted, too, before I got mine. 

Cart: Don’t be silly! 

JANE: We can prove it. 


Jim: Pretend I’m a mouse. Try to 
catch me. (Cat jumps, but not far 
enough.) 

Jim: I didn’t even move, but you 
didn’t jump far enough. 

Cat: But how does that help me? 
I’m a cat, remember. Cats don’t 
wear glasses. 

JANE: You can try a pair. Here. Try 

(Hands Car the glasses left 

on counter by STOREKEEPER. ) 


these. 


Jum: I'll tie them on you with a piece of 
string. (7vtes glasses onto Car) 

Cat: Things look better already. 

JANE: Now try to catch me. 
leaps and catches JANE.) 

Car: I did it! I did it! 

Jim: Now try to catch me. (Cat leaps 
and catches JIM.) 

Cat: Meow! Meow! I really did it! 
I do believe I could catch a mouse! 


(CAT 


Jim: With these glasses on, you can 
catch all the mice you want. 

Cat: But they’re all gone. 

JANE (Dipping into cheese container 
on counter and sprinkling cheese on 
the floor): This cheese will bring them 
back and Jim and I will hide again. 

Jim: Now the trap is set. 

JANE (As she and Jim go behind barrel): 
Those mice are going to have a big 
surprise! 

Cat: Meow! 
hardly wait! 


Meow! Meow! I can 
Micr (Re-enter singing 
We'll eat up all the cheese, 
We'll eat up all the cheese! 
Shame, shame on kitty-cats 
When we do as we please! (As they 
approach the Cat, he leaps and catches 
a Mouse in each paw.) 





Captured Mice (Squealing in terror): 
Help! Help! 

Other Mice: He’s caught Squeak and 
Nibble! Help! Help! (They cringe 
in the corner.) 

SQquEAK and NipBue: Let us go! 
us go! 

Cat: Not on your life! I’m having you 
for supper! Yum! Yum! What a 
feast! 

Jim (Coming out from behind barrel): 
I’ll hold these two while you catch 
the rest. 

Mice: No! No! Help! Help! (They 
run around in circles.) 


Let 


Cat (Crouches, springs and catches two 
more): I’ll have these for breakfast! 

JANE (Holding the two struggling Mice): 
Now catch the others before they 
get away. 

Cat (Chases the last two Mice and 
finally catches them): I'll have these 
for lunch! 

SquEak: Please, please, good, kind Mr. 
Cat, please let us go! 

NiBBLE: We'll never come near this 
store again. 

Whiskers: Please don’t eat us, Mr. 
Cat. We'll go far away and never 
come back 

Lonc-Tait: And all our 


we'll tell 


friends and relations to stay away, 


too. 

Suort-Tatt: You'll be the Terror of 
Mouseland for always. 

AL Micer: Please let us go! 

Cat: Meow! Meow! Meow! 
Never! Never! 

Jim: Maybe we’d better have a con- 
ference. You mice, stand facing the 
cracker barrel. (All Micr join hands 
in a circle around the barrel.) One 


Never! 


false move, and Mr. Cat will tear 
you to pieces. 

JANE: He’ll swallow you whole! 

Car (Ferociously): Meow! (Jim, JANE 
and Cat withdraw to opposite side 0) 
stage.) 

Jim: Maybe you’d better let them go. 

Cat: Never! It’s been too long since 
I’ve tasted a good, tender, little 
mouse. 

JANE: But don’t you understand? 
When the storekeeper comes back 
he’ll take his glasses. 

Jim: Then you'll never be able to catch 
another mouse. 

Cat: And all the mice will come back 
again just as before. 

JANE: But if you let these mice go, 
they’ll keep the others away. 

Cat: Maybe you’re right. O. K., you 
mice. You may go. (MICE start to 
run away.) But wait, before you go, 
I must have your mouse-promise. 

Mice (lining up and each raising 
right paw): 

By my whiskers and by my tail, 

I make a promise without fail. 

No mouse for ever, ever more 
Will dare set foot inside this store! 

Cat: Good enough! And now, get out 
and stay out! (He lunges after them 
with a terrible “Meow” as they exit, 
almost running into BILLY THE STORE- 
KEEPER as he enters.) 

Bitty: Land sakes! What was that? 
(Catching sight of Jim and JANzE) 
What are you doing here? 

Jim: We came back to help your cat. 
What are you doing here? 

Bitty: I came back to get my glasses. 
(Suddenly sees them on Cat) Bless 
my soul! What are you doing with 
my glasses? Give them back to me 





this minute! (JANE unties string and 
hands glasses to SrOREKEEPER. ) 
ANE: Here they are, Sir. But I’m 
afraid your cat needs them more 
than you do. 
tm: He’s nearsighted. That’s why he 
couldn’t catch any mice. 

Bruty: Who ever heard of a near- 
sighted cat? 

Cat: It’s true, With your 
glasses on, I caught every one of 
those pesky mice. 

Bruuy: Then why did you let them go? 

Cat: Because they promised to keep all 
the rest of the mice away from this 
store for ever and ever 

Jim: It’s true, sir. Jane and I were 
right here. 

JANE: You’ll never be bothered with 
mice again. 

Bruuy: In that case, you’re really a 
champion. I think you should have 
a medal. 

Cat: I’d much rather have a saucer 
of cream, if you please. 

Bitty (Going behind counter): One 
saucer of cream for the champ! 

Cat: Meow! Meow! (Hops up on 
counter as Bruty hands him a large 
bowl of milk. Jim, JANE and BILLY 
sing to the tune of “This Old Man” as 
the curtain closes.) : 

Pussy cat, pussy cat, 
You’re the champ of mouse and rat. 
With a nick-nack, paddy whack, 
sing the song some more, 
You’re the Champ of the Country 
Store! (Curtain) 
THE END 


Boss. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Country Store Cat 


Characters: 15 male; 6 female; 6 or more male 
or female. (Children may double in the 
roles of storekeepers and mice, if desired.) 

Playing Time: 12 minutes. 

Costumes: The storekeepers all wear large 
white aprons and shirts with cardboard 
cuffs. Each of the pantomiming store- 
keepers carries an article appropriate to his 
own shop. The clerk is in shirtsleeves, with 
a pencil behind his ear. Billy, wearing 
everyday clothing, puts on a long white 
apron, cardboard cuffs, eyeglasses and a 
mustache, as indicated. The customers are 
dressed as grown-ups. The cat and mice 
may wear simple or elaborate animal cos- 
tumes, as desired. 

Properties: Jars of candy; scales; paper bags; 
ball of string; round cheese container; 
broom; bow! of milk. 

Setting: The stage represents a country store 
with a long counter across the back. On 
the counter are the jars of candy, scales, 

yaper bags, string, and container of cheese. 
_ front of the counter, at one side of the 
stage, is a cracker barrel, plainly labeled. 
On stage right and left, backdrops painted 
to simulate shelves of goods may be used to 
increase the effect. 








PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Coprer FartHING 
(Play on pages 78-76) 

Characters: 12 male; 4 female; female extras. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Appropriate dress of the period. 
All the apprentices wear breeches and loose 
shirts. Mr. Grimes is dressed in breeches, 
long stockings, and a jacket. The male 
street sellers wear aprons over their 
breeches. The female street sellers, Sarah, 
and the girls all wear long dresses of bright 
colors. The maid is dressed in black with a 
white apron and cap. 

Properties: Jug of water, brooms, and aprons 
for Bob and Harry; trays of merchandise 
for the lavender and cherry sellers; brooms 
for broom seller; large hatbox, covered with 
striped paper, with a ribbon bow on top, 
for Sarah; tray covered with white cloth, 
for pie man; coin; hoops and sticks, for the 
girls; silver cup, for Mr. Grimes. 

Setting: The stage represents a street. At 
center back are two ee made by cover- 
ing large tables with cloths which hang 
down to the ground, forming a tent of the 
underpart of the table. On the booths, 
drapery goods, ribbons, etc., are laid out, 
covered with a canvas. 





Part Four 


Spotlight Play 





Nathaniel Hawthorne and 
the Curse of the Pyncheons 


(The Story behind The House of the Seven Gables) 


by Marion A. Taylor 


Characters 

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE 

SopPHIA, his wefe 

CHARLES UpHam, a mean old man 

HepzipaH PYNCHEON, a timid old maid 

Matrruew HouGrave, an artistic young 
man 

DIXEY 

workmen 

Tom 

JUDGE JAFFREY PYNCHEON, Hepzibah’s 
rich cousin 

PHoEBE PyncHEon, Hepzibah’s poor 
country cousin 

CLIFFORD PYNCHEON, 
hroth r 

Una, Hawthorne’s little daughter 


Hy pzibah’s 


SCENE | 

Time: Late afte rnoon on June i. 1849, 

SETTING: The parlor-study of Nathaniel 

Hawthorne’s house on Mall Street in 
Salem, Massachusetts. 

Ar Rise: The 


SOPHIA 


The 


carrying a package. 


stage is empty. 
enters, 
Look ing about furti ely, she tr ptor 8 
HAWTHORNE 

rall. She 


pushes the portrait to one side, thi n 


over to a_ portrait of 


hanging on the upstage 
slides the package into a niche in the 
wall just behind the pict ire. She has 


just pushed the picture back in place 
when NATHANIEL enters hurriedly, 
right stage. 

‘ATHANIEL (Waving a faded bit of 
parchment): Look at what I just ran 
the the 
Custom House, Sophia. I’m sure I 


across 1n storeroom at 
can get a story out of it. 

SopuH1A: What is it, Nathaniel? 

NATHANIEL: A piece of parchment 
dated — (As he looks for date, he 
stumbles into battered counter at right.) 
Ouch! Where did this 
from? 


relic come 


That’s an old counter I’m 


going to paint up for Lydia Chase 


SOPHIA: 


so she ean add it to her shop, darling. 
She’s selling so many gifts these 
days, she’s had to expand. But 
what about the parchment? 
NATHANIEL: It’s dated November 8, 
1692, and it reads, “On this day of 
our Lord, here at the port of Salem, 
in the Province of Massachusetts 
Bay, was hanged on Gallows Hill as 
a witch, one Matthew Maule, con- 
victed on charges brought forth by 
one Colonel Jaffrey Pyncheon . . .” 
Sorta: But I thought witches were 


always women. 





NATHANIEL: They usually were. That’s 
what makes old Matthew Maule so 
special. Remember that old mansion 
down the street they call the House 
of the Seven Gables? 

SopuHia: The 
haunted? 
NATHANIEL: Yes. I’m going to make 
it the setting of my story, and this 
witch Matthew Maule 

Sopuia (Sympathetically): What would 
you do without the old documents in 
the Salem Custom House for stories, 
Nathaniel? If you could only give 
up your job there and write full 
time! 

NATHANIEL: Let’s not go through that 
again, Sophia. You and Una and 
little Julian and I have to eat. 

Sopuia (Wistfully): Perhaps some day. 

NATHANIEL: When the children are 
grown. But in the meantime, how 
is for a plot? Old Colonel 
Pyncheon, first of his line, coveted 
the land Matthew Maule, the town 
carpenter, lived on in his humble 
cottage. So the Colonel 
had old Maule condemned as a witch 
and stole his acres. But old Maule 
got his revenge. 

Sopu1a: How, darling? 

NATHANIEL: As he ascended the scaf- 
fold with the rope about his neck 
and Colonel Pyncheon sat watching 
from his horse with glee, old Maule 
laid a curse upon him. He pointed 
his finger at the Colonel and gasped, 
“God will give thee blood to drink. 
Yea, thee and thine, unto the third 
and fourth generation.” 

Soputa (Shivers): It sounds gruesome, 
but wonderful. 

NATHANIEL: It will be, Sophia. 


one everyone says is 


this 


ruthless 


For 


85 


after cld Maule died, the wicked 
Colonel built the House of the Seven 
Gables on the stolen land. But he 
never had a moment’s joy out of it. 
For on the very day that he invited 
all the Puritan dignitaries to his 
housewarming, he could 
found. 

Sopu1a: Where was he? 

NATHANIEL: The guests swarmed 


not be 


through the great house, searching 
for the missing host. (Pointing to 
wing-back chair) At last they found 
him in his sitting room, slumped 
down in his wing-back chair under 


his portrait. There was blood not 


only on his ruff, but dripping from 


his mouth. God had indeed given 
him blood to drink. 

Sorpu1a: The curse of the Pyncheons. 
You have to write this book! 

NATHANIEL: Years passed, during 
which time the Pyncheons lived on 
in the House of the Seven Gables 
without incident. 
about thirty years ago 

Soputa: Violence struck again? 

NATHANIEL (Nodding): At a Pyncheon 
who was a wealthy bachelor. (Point- 
ing again to wing-back) In the self- 
same chair in which the wicked 
Colonel died, this Pyncheon was 
also found dead. 

Sopu1a: With blood on his mouth? 

NATHANIEL: Yes, Sophia. Only this 
time the death was called murder, 
and a young man was convicted: 
Clifford Pyncheon, the nephew and 
heir of the murdered man. For 
thirty years this Clifford languished 
in prison, even though it was never 
actually proved that he killed his 
uncle. 


Then one night 





Part Four 


Spotlight Play 





Nathaniel Hawthorne and 
the Curse of the Pyncheons 


(The Story behind The House of the Seven Gables) 


by Marion A. Taylor 


Characters 
NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE 
Sopuia, his wife 
CHaRLES UpHam, a mean old man 
HepziBpaAH PyNCHEON, a timid old maid 
Matrruew HouaGrave, an artistic young 
man 
DIxr) 
Tom 
JuDGE JAFFREY PyNcHEON, Hepztbah’s 


workmen 


rich cousin 
PHOEBE PyncHron, Hepzibah’s poor 
country cousin 
CLIFFORD PYNCHEON, 
brother 


Una, Hawthorne's little daughter 


He pztbah’s 


SCENE | 


Late afternoon on June 7, 1849. 


SerrinG: The parlor-study of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne’s house on Mall Street in 
Sale ni, Massachusi tis. 

Ay RIs! n Th 


SOPHIA 


TIME: 


The i 


carrying a package. 


stage 1s emply. 
enters, 
Lool ing about furti ely, she tr ptor s 
HAWTHORNE 

vrall. She 
then 


slides the package into a niche in the 


over to a portrait ot 


hanging on the upstag 
pushes the portrait to one side, 


? 


all just behind the picture. She has 


just pushed the picture back in place 
when NATHANIEL enters hurriedly, 

right stage. 
NATHANIEL (Waving a faded bit of 
parchment): Look at what I just ran 
the 


Custom House, Sophia. 


the 
I’m sure I 


across in storeroom at 
can get a story out of it. 

Soputa: What is it, Nathaniel? 

NATHANIEL: A parchment 
dated (As he looks for date, he 
stumbles into battered counter at right.) 
Ouch! Where did this 
from? 


yece of 
I 


relic come 


That’s an old counter [I’m 


going to paint up for Lydia Chase 


SOPHIA: 


so she can add it to her shop, darling. 
She’s selling so many gifts these 
days, she’s had _ to expand. But 
what about the parchment? 

ATHANIEL: It’s dated November 8, 
1692, and it reads, “On this day of 
our Lord, here at the port of Salem, 
in the Province of Massachusetts 
Bay, was hanged on Gallows Hill as 
a witch, one Matthew Maule, con- 
victed on charges brought forth by 
one Colonel Jaffrey Pyncheon ‘ - 
Sopura: But 


alwavs women. 


I thought witches were 





NATHANIEL: They usually were. That’s 
what makes old Matthew Maule so 
special. Remember that old mansion 
down the street they call the House 
of the Seven Gables? 

SopH1A: The 
haunted? 
NATHANIEL: Yes. I’m going to make 
it the setting of my story, and this 

witch Matthew Maule — 

Sopui1a (Sympathetically): What would 
you do without the old documents in 
the Salem Custom House for stories, 
Nathaniel? If you could only give 
up your job there and write full 
time! 

NATHANIEL: Let’s not go through that 
again, Sophia. 


one everyone says is 


You and Una and 
little Julian and I have to eat. 

Sopnia (Wistfully): Perhaps some day. 

NATHANIEL: When the 
grown. But in the meantime, how 

for a plot? Old Colonel 
Pyncheon, first of his line, coveted 
the land Matthew Maule, the town 
carpenter, lived on in his humble 
cottage. So the Colonel 
had old Maule condemned as a witch 
and stole his acres. But old Maule 
got his revenge. 

Sopuia: How, darling? 

NATHANIEL: As he ascended the scaf- 
fold with the rope about his neck 
and Colonel Pyncheon sat watching 
from his horse with glee, old Maule 
laid a curse upon him. He pointed 
his finger at the Colonel and gasped, 
“God will give thee blood to drink. 
Yea, thee and thine, unto the third 
and fourth generation.” 

Soput1a (Shivers): It sounds gruesome, 
but wonderful. 

NATHANIEL: It will be, Sophia. 


children are 


is this 


ruthless 


For 


85 


after old Maule died, the wicked 
Colonel built the House of the Seven 
Gables on the stolen land. But he 
never had a moment’s joy out of it. 
For on the very day that he invited 
all the Puritan dignitaries to his 
housewarming, 
found. 

Sopu1a: Where was he? 

NATHANIEL: The guests swarmed 
through the great house, searching 


he could not be 


for the missing host. (Pointing to 

wing-back chair) At last they found 

him in his sitting room, slumped 

down in his wing-back chair under 

There was blood not 
only on his ruff, but dripping from 
his mouth. God had indeed given 
him blood to drink. 

Sorpura: The curse of the Pyncheons. 
You have to write this book! 

NATHANIEL: 
which time the Pyncheons lived on 
in the House of the Seven Gables 
without incident. 
about thirty years ago 

Sopuia: Violence struck again? 

NATHANIEL (Nodding): At a Pyncheon 
who was a wealthy bachelor. (Point- 
ing again to wing-back) In the self- 
same chair in which the wicked 


his portrait. 


Years passed, during 


Then one night 


Colonel died, this Pyncheon was 
also found dead. 
Soput1a: With blood on his mouth? 


NATHANIEL: Yes, Sophia. Only this 
time the death was called murder, 
and a young man was convicted: 
Clifford Pyncheon, the nephew and 
heir of the murdered man. For 
thirty years this Clifford languished 
in prison, even though it was never 
actually proved that he killed his 
uncle. 





Sopu1a: What finally happened to 
Clifford? And who got the House of 
the Seven Gables? 

NATHANIEL: That’s what I can’t 
figure out, Sophia. I’m stuck in my 
plot. 

Sopuia: I'll paint you a picture of 
Colonel Pyncheon tonight to help 
you think of something. (Looking 
at clock) Do you mind if I run over 
to Lydia Chase’s a minute, while the 
children are still napping? I forgot 
to tell her something. 

NATHANIEL (Jndulgently): Women and 
their confidences go ahead, 
Sophia. Only don’t make it too 
long. 

Soputa: I'll be right back. (As SopHta 
exits left, NATHANIEL starts pacing 
the floor.) 

NATHANIEL: I want the curse of the 
Pyncheons to fall on one more person 
in the House of the Seven Gables. 
But who? Also I want to bring in 
an old lady and a pretty young girl 
and her lover. But how? And why? 
I must work out the rest of this plot. 
(Suddenly a bell rings off-stage right.) 
Drat that doorbell. Who can that 
be? (He exits right and returns with 
CHARLES UpnHam.) Won’t you sit 
down, Mr. Upham? To what do I 
owe the honor of your visit? 

Upuam (Sinking into the wing-back, 

while NATHANIEL seats himself on a 

nearby sofa): Nothing special, Haw- 

thorne. I hear my son-in-law talk 

about you so much, I thought I’d 

drop by on my way home. 

is one 


NATHANIEL: Your son-in-law 


of the most energetic clerks in my 
office. 
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Upuam: Glad to hear that, Hawthorne. 
Jed’s been full of git and go ever 
since he was knee-high to a grass- 
hopper. I keep tellin’ my wife, that 
Phillips boy our Susie latched onto 
ought to go far in the Custom 
House. 

NATHANIEL: That’s right, Mr. Upham. 

Upnam: He sure thinks a pile of you, 
Hawthorne. That Surveyor of Reve- 
nue, Natty Hawthorne, Jed is always 
a-sayin’, he’s just about the nicest 
feller you could ever have for a boss. 
Yes, siree. Jed tells me you’re a 
writer, too, Mr. Hawthorne. 

NATHANIEL: I try to be, Mr. Upham. 

Upnam: Jed says you’re always ran- 
sackin’ the storeroom for musty old 
papers that’ll give you ideas for 
stories. 

NATHANIEL (Nodding): As much as I 
can in my spare time, Mr. Upham. 
(Brings out parchment) Here’s one 
I found today. 

Upnam (Sly look): You mean you just 
up and brought this home? 

NATHANIEL: Only for tonight, Mr. 
Upham. I’m going to return it first 
thing in the morning. I want to put 
it in the files instead of in the attic 
barrel where I found it. I like to 
show some of these things to my 
wife, because she often helps me 
with ideas. 

UpHam (Scheming look): I see, Mr. 
Hawthorne. (Rising) Well, I guess 
you can’t help wantin’ to be an 
author any more’n I could help 
wantin’ to be a judge, when I was 
your age. Let’s hope you make the 
grade better’n I did. 

NATHANIEL (Also rising): Thank you, 
Mr. Upham. Must you be going? 





pHAM: Afraid so, Hawthorne. Gettin’ 
on toward supper time. 

{ATHANIEL: I’ll see you to the door. 
(He follows UpHam out right, slams 
door off-stage, then returns.) That 
was a queer visit. Charles Upham, 
of all people. I never did like his 
looks. (Suddenly the lights go down 
and a spotlight comes on, picking out 
HepzIBAH PYNCHEON, who enters 
right. She walks stiffly and her hands 
tremble.) 

HeEPziBAH: I don’t like his looks, either, 
Master Hawthorne. If you ask me, 
that Charles Upham is as mean and 
nasty as my cousin Jaffrey Pyn- 
cheon, who did make the grade as a 
judge. And a rich judge, too. 

INATHANIEL (Wonderingly): Jaffrey 
Pyncheon! Who are you? Where did 
you come from? 

HepzipaH: I am the maiden lady 
known as Hepzibah Pyncheon, sister 
to Clifford Pyncheon, who languishes 
in prison because he was accused of 
killing his uncle. And I live in 
poverty in a wing of the House of 
the Seven Gables because cousin 
Jaffrey Pyncheon inherited all our 
uncle’s money. Clifford and I re- 
ceived nothing. That’s why I — 
(Chokes) 

NATHANIEL: Please go on, Miss Hep- 
zibah. You can’t imagine how eager 
I am to hear your story. 

HepzipaH: My tale is a dismal one, 
Master Hawthorne. For my need 
is now so great that I must undertake 
to open up a cent-shop in my wing 
of the House of the Seven Gables, or 
starve. (Goes to counter) See, here 
is my counter. And here are the few 
supplies I just bought. But I am 


not fitted for shopkeeping, Master 
Hawthorne. I dread, beyond meas- 
ure, the coming of my first customer. 
(Sound of doorbell off right) That is 
the tinkle of my shop bell now, 
Master Hawthorne. I am so fright- 
ened I can hardly make myself go 
forward. (While Hepzipau is stand- 
ing hesitantly near the counter, and 
HAWTHORNE retreats left to sit at his 
desk, MatrHEWw HOLGRAVE enters. 
HEPZIBAH comes forward.) Ah, Mr. 
Holgrave, it’s you. I can never go 
through with this cent-shop. I wish 
I were dead. 

HouGRAveE: Now, now, Miss Hepzibah, 
it won’t be so bad, once you get 
started. Behold your first customer. 
Sell me a box of biscuits. 

Hepzipan (Bringing them out from 
under counter): Here you are, Mr. 
Holgrave. But let me be a lady a 
moment longer. Since you rent 
rooms from Judge Pyncheon in 
another wing of this house, please 
accept these biscuits as a gift. 

Houerave: Thank you, Miss Hep- 
zibah. I just received several com- 
missions to tint daguerreotypes, so 
I have to hurry along. But all the 
luck in the world. 

HepzipaH: Thank you, dear Mr. Hol- 
grave. You are my only friend. 
(Exit HouGrave right. As Hep- 
ZIBAH stands for a moment, looking 
out of the window after him, the bell 
rings again.) That awful bell. 
(Wringing hands) This thing is 
getting worse instead of better. I 
can’t even stand here and face my 
next customers. (HEpzIBAH sud- 
denly runs and hides behind one of 
HAWTHORNE’S bookcases. Drxry and 





Tom enter from and look 
around.) 

Dixey: This sure is a sight, Tom. Old 
Maid Pyncheon setting up a cent- 
shop, and her not even around. 


right 


Tom: I’ll bet she’s given up already, 
Dixey. 

Dixey: She’ll never make a go of it. 
Her face is enough to frighten the 
Old Nick himself. Her scowl will 
drive everybody away. 

Tom: folks 


handy at business. 


sometimes be 
But there are 
up and the 
My wife kept a cent-shop 
three months, and lost 


Sour can 


cent-shops all down 
street. 
five whole 
dollars and her shop, too. So how’s 
Old Maid Pyncheon going to suc- 
ceed? 
Dixry: When she’s not even here. 
Tom: Well, Dixey, we might as well 
buy our tobacco on down the street. 
(The y exit.) 
Hepzinan (Coming out of hiding): Tom 
I’m going to 
lose every cent I put into this place. 
And now Clifford is coming home, 
after thirty years in prison, with his 
mind and body so wasted he can’t 
work, 
(The 


starts to 


and Dixey are right. 


How are we going to live? 
HEpPzIBAH 
JAFFREY 


bell rings again. 

hide as JUDGE 
PYNCHEON enters.) 

JAFFREY: Good morning, Cousin Hep- 


zibah. How is the shop coming? 
Hepzipau (Trying desperately to main- 
tain her poise): As well as might be 
expected, Cousin Jaffrey. 
JAFFREY Which 


(Sneers) : means, of 


course, that it is going very poorly. 
What’s the use of fooling yourself, 


Hepzibah? You'll never make a go 


of this shop. And with your brothe 
Clifford coming — 

HepziBau (Starts): How did you kno 
that, Cousin Jaffrey? 

JAFFREY: Since I am a judge I may b 
expected to know more about jails 
and jailbirds than most people. 

Hepzinan (With passion): Poor Clif- 
ford should never have been sent to 
jail in the first place. He did not kill 
his uncle. 

JAFFREY (Cold tone): The court ruled 
otherwise, Cousin Hepzibah. Thirty 
years is little enough time to serve 
for murder. 

Hepzipan: [| Clifford, Cousin 
Jaffrey. I stand here and 
listen to you. (Starts to exit) 

JAFFREY (Changing tone): Hepzibah, 
my beloved cousin, I came to help 
you. When Clifford arrives, I want 
you te bring him out to my new 
country estate to live with me. You 
and I will help him mend his rusted 
mind. 

Hepzipau (Suspiciously): Why should 
you do this for Clifford and me? 

JAFFREY: Since my son died, I am very 
lonely. There few of us 
Pyncheons left, we ought to stay 
together. 

Hepzisau: No, no, Cousin Jaffrey. 
Your offer is kind. But I pray you, 
go. 

JAFFREY: Very well. But I will keep 
on inviting you until I get you to 
accept. (He exits.) 

Hepzipan: I suppose Jaffrey meant to 
be kind. But I cannot bear him. 
There is something evil about him. 
(The grate of a wheel is heard off- 
stage. Hepzipan runs to window.) 
That must be Clifford now, arriving 


love 
won’t 


are so 





in the omnibus. I must get out and 
meet him. But the bus is stopping 
and a girl is getting out. Who is 
she? She must have mistaken the 
house. (The bell jangles and PHOEBE 
enters right carrying a bandboz.) 
HOEBE: Cousin Hepzibah, I’m so glad 
to see you. Don’t you even remem- 
ber me? 

HepzipaAH: Can it be 
Pyncheon? 

PHOEBE: Your own little cousin from 
the country. Didn’t you get my 
letter saying I was coming to live 
with you? 


little Phoebe 


EPZIBAH: No, I didn’t. And much 
as I love you, Phoebe, I can’t take 
you in. (Starts to cry) My cent- 
shop is failing and my _ brother 
Clifford is coming home. 

-HOEBE (Putting her arms about Hep- 
ZIBAH): Don’t Cousin 
Hepzibah. I ran a cent-shop for a 
lady in my village last year and I 
can run yours. I love to meet 
people. 

Hepzipan: Dear Phoebe, what a load 
you have taken from my mind. But 
my brother Clifford. You know 
what his mind is now. This house 
will be no place for a young girl. 

PHOEBE (Taking off her bonnet): It 
will be the place for this young girl. 
Tell me where the change box is, 
and I’ll take over the counter right 
now. (The bell rings and HOLGRAVE 
enters right.) 

Hoigrave: Oh, Miss Hepzibah — 
(Sees PHOEBE) Well, look what has 
come to light up the gloomy old 
House of the Seven Gables. 


ery, dear 


Hepzipau: This is my cousin Phoebe, 


Mr. Holgrave. She is going to run 
my shop for me. 

Hou@rave: Miss Phoebe looks as 
though she might be able to run a 
lot of things. (Studying PHOEBE) 
Would you mind coming over here 
to the window a minute? 

PHOEBE: Why? 

HouGRAVE: Because your face is so 
fresh and pretty, I want you to sit 
for me. 

PHOEBE (Puzzled): Sit for you? 

Hepzrpau: Mr. Holgrave is an artist, 
Phoebe. 

PHOEBE: I see. (Dimpling) I'll sit for 
you, Mr. Holgrave. Provided it’s in 
Miss Hepzibah’s rooms. 

Hepzrpan (Nodding): How about to- 
night at nine? 

HouGrRavE: Good. I'll be there with 
my colors. All of them, flying. 
(Exits right) 

Hepzipau: Mr. Holgrave must have 

taken with you, Phoebe. I 
never saw him look at anybody like 
that before. 

PHOEBE: For your sake, 


been 


Hepzibah, 
I’ll try not to mind when he stares 
at me. (The bell rings.) 

HepzipaH (Afraid): Phoebe, that is 
Clifford on the doorstep. I know it 

though I cannot 
(Pushes PHorse forward) 
see you first, Phoebe. 
liked bright faces. Poor, poor Clif- 
ford. He had little 
sunshine in his life. 

PHOEBE: You frighten me. Is some- 
thing awful going to happen? 

HepzipaH: Hush, Phoebe. Be cheer- 
ful. Whatever happens, try to 
smile. (CLIFFORD enters right, shuf- 
fling as he walks.) 


him. 
Let him 
He always 


even see 


has such a 





PHOEBE: Good morning, Master Clif- 
ford. 

Hepzispan (Rushing forward): Clifford! 
It’s been so many years. I —I— 
this is our Cousin Phoebe — Arthur’s 
only child. She has come to live 
with us. For this is to be your home 
now, poor, dear Clifford. 

CuirrorD (Vague look): Phoebe — 
Arthur’s child? Ah, I forget. I for- 
get everything. No matter. She is 
very welcome. 

Hepzipan (Leading CLIFFORD to the 
sofa): Come, dear Clifford. Sit 
down. I’m so glad you have come 
home. I’m going to take care of you 
for the rest of your life. (As HEp- 
ZIBAH Clasps CiirForD’s hand, So- 
PHIA calls off-stage left.) 

Sopui1A: Nathaniel darling. Where are 
you? 

NATHANIEL (Rising from his desk): 
Here, Sophia. 

Hepzipan: Come, Clifford. We must 
be gone. (As Hepzipan and PHOEBE 
hurry CLirrorD off right, the spot- 
light fades and the lights come up 
again. SOPHIA enters left.) 

Sopn1a: Why, darling, I don’t believe 
you’ve moved out of this room since 
I left you. 

NATHANIEL: I haven’t, Sophia. But I 
have the most wonderful idea for my 
plot! (Curtain) 


* . * * * 


SCENE 2 
True: Morning of the next day. 
SettinG: Same as Scene 1. The shop 
counter has been removed, and the 
picture of HAWTHORNE has been re- 
placed by a painting of a grim, 
scowling Puritan. 


Ar Rise: Sopuia is gathering up lamp 
shades and hand-screens from the 
Una follows her, 


tables and chairs. 
carrying a doll. 

Sopu1: Five dollars for a lamp shade, 
perhaps, and ten dollars for a 
hand-painted hand-screen. But they 
won’t be worth a cent if I don’t get 
them over to Lydia Chase’s in time 
for her bazaar. 

Una (Pointing up at the scowling por- 
trait): I don’t like him, Mamma. 
I’d rather have Daddy hanging on 
the wall. 

Sopu1a: I would, too, Una. But I 
painted old Colonel Pyncheon to 
help Daddy get on with his new 
story. 

Una: He makes me scared, Mamma. 

Sopu1a (Counting lamp shades and 
hand-screens): Five, six — He’s sup- 
posed to make you scared, Una. 
He’s the reason for the curse put on 
all the Pyncheons. Seven — eight — 

Una: Please, please, Mamma. Take 
me along to the Chases’ with you. 
I don’t want to stay here with him. 

Sopu1a: No, Una. You stay here and 
help your Aunt Hawthorne watch 
your baby brother. Mamma is 
coming right back. 

Una: Please, Mamma, I want to come. 
Besides, I kept your secret and 
didn’t tell Papa you’ve been making 
all these lamp shades and screens. 

Soputa (Relenting): Oh, all right, Una. 
If you’ll help Mamma carry some of 
these hand-screens. Only you’ll have 
to be careful. 

Una (Returning doll to buggy): Goody, 
goody, Mamma. I'll be so careful, 
I won’t drop a single thing. (Ezit 
Sopu1a and UNA, left, carrying lamp 





shades and hand-screens. Then after 
a pause, enter HAWTHORNE, right. 
He looks dejected.) 

YATHANIEL: Fired from my job at the 
Custom House. And all because of 
the villainy of that foul Charles 
Upham. How am I going to tell 
Sophia? I can’t imagine a fate 
worse than mine. (As he says this, 
the lights go down and a spotlight 
comes on to light Hepzinan Pyn- 
CHEON, entering right.) 

EPZIBAH: I can, Master Hawthorne. 
Harken to the cruel ordeal now ap- 
proaching Clifford and me. 
YATHANIEL: Alas, Miss Hepzibah, I 
have no heart to listen. I am caught 
up in my own cruel ordeal. 

Hepzipau: But you must, Master 
Hawthorne. For it is only by listen- 
ing to my woes that you can help 
solve your own. 

NATHANIEL: I can’t possibly see how, 
Miss Hepzibah. 

HepzipaH: You will. (Goes over and 
puts wing-back chair sideways) Be- 
sides, Clifford is waiting. 

NATHANIEL (Sits down wearily at desk) : 
Have your way, Miss Hepzibah. 
Things can’t possibly be any worse 
for me than they are now, anyway. 

Hepzipau (Gesturing): The scene is 
now the private sitting room of old 
Colonel Pyncheon, which has long 
since become mine, Master Haw- 
thorne. Weeks have passed since I 
opened my cent-shop, and we have 
made a success of it. Phoebe, 
Clifford and I have become in- 
separable, and she has been seeing 
a lot of Mr. Holgrave, too. Never- 
theless, a terrible crisis is coming. 
(Exits right, the spotlight following 


her and returns, leading CLIFFORD 
to the wing-back chair and helping to 
settle him into it.) 

CLIFFORD (Feeble voice): How beautiful 
is that play of sunlight through the 
open window. And how beautiful 
Phoebe’s face, out there in the 
garden. (Shudders) But this must 
be a dream, for I have never left the 
prison. 

HepzipaH: But you have, Clifford. 
You are here with me in the House 
of the Seven Gables. (Enter PHOEBE, 
left, with her bonnet and coat on, 
carrying @ rose.) 

PHOEBE: Here is a rose I just picked for 
you in the garden, Cousin Clifford. 

Cuirrorp: Ah — let me see it — let 
me hold it. (Takes rose and smells 
it) I used to prize this same flower 

- (Dazed) was it long ago, or was it 
yesterday? I — I can’t remember. 

Hepzipau (Gently): It was leng ago, 
Clifford. 

CuiirrorD: Dear little Phoebe, I wish 
you weren’t going to leave us. 

PHOEBE: It’s only a two-day visit to 
see my mother. Then I’ll be right 
back. For this is my home now. 

CuirrorD: Hepzibah! Why do you 
keep that odious picture on the 
wall? It is the evil genius of this 
house. I’ve told you a thousand 
times to take it down. 

Hepzispau: You know I can’t, Clifford. 
It’s riveted to the wall. 

CLIFFORD (Confused tone): But when I 
look at that picture I think of some- 
thing else. A spring. A _ spring. 
Ah, no, it was only a foolish dream 
I used to have—nights in the 
prison. (Bell rings off-stage.) 





PHOEBE: I'll go see who it is, Cousin 
Hepzibah. (Fxits right) 

CurrrorD: That hateful noise, Hep- 
zibah. Why do you permit it? 

Hepzipau (Sadly): I’ve told you over 
and over, Clifford, that is our shop 
bell. We are very poor, now. 

CuirrorD: When we should be very 
rich. (Dazed) A spring, a spring. 
But it’s only a dream. And I can’t 
remember. (PHOEBE enters, accom- 
panied by HOLGRAVE.) 

HoiGrave: Go get your bag, Phoebe, 
and I’ll take you to the train. 

PHOEBE: Right away, Matthew. (zits 
left) 

HouGRAVE (Low tone): Miss Hepzibah, 
there’s something I have to speak to 
you about. 

Hepzipan (Startled): Of course, Mr. 
Holgrave. Here, Clifford. Look at 
this picture book a minute. 
book) 

CuirrorD (Pushing it away): Leave me 


(Gets 


alone, Hepzibah. I’m going to my 
room. (/xits right, using cane) 
Houerave: He'll be all right, Miss 
Hepzibah. Perhaps I have no right 
to speak to you like this, when I 
But I have 
been gifted with second sight. (Point- 
ing to portrait) That old ancestor of 
yours might have brought me to 
Gallows Hill in the times of witch- 
craft. So beware of Judge Pyncheon. 
Hepzrpau: Why do you say that? 


have no facts to go on. 


HouGrave: Because all my instincts 


tell me Jaffrey had a large share in 
Clifford’s ruin, and he still has his 
eye on him. 

Hepzipau: | dislike Judge Pyncheon 
more than earth. 
But why do you tell me this today? 


9 


anyone else on 


HouGrave: Something warns me tha 
the moment Phoebe leaves you, 
Judge Pyncheon will try to conclude 
a tragedy that started almost two 
hundred years ago. I don’t want 
you and Clifford to get hurt. 

HepzipaAH: But how can Jaffrey hurt 
us, when Clifford and I will have 
nothing to do with him? 

HouGrRAveE: I hope you are right. But 
if you need my help, come to my 
wing of the house, day or night. 
(PHOEBE enters with her bandbox and 
hands it to HOLGRAVE.) 

PHOEBE: Here you are, Matthew. I’m 
going to be good enough to let you 
carry it for me. 

HouGrave: And I’m going to be good 
enough to do it. 

PHorBE: Goodbye, Hepzibah. 
care of Clifford for me. 

Hepzipau: Dear child. 
cannot see you go. 

Ho.LGRAVE: Come, Phoebe. We must 
hurry to catch your train. (As 
HoLGRAVE and PHOEBE exit right, 
HEPZIBAH goes to the window.) 

Hepztsan: Phoebe and Holgrave. The 
light of this gloomy old house. (Bell 
rings.) A Well, I can 
face them now, since Phoebe came. 
(JuDGE PYNCHEON enters from right.) 
Jaffrey! What are you doing here? 

JAFFREY: Was that Phoebe I saw leav- 
ing with young Holgrave? 

Hepzrpau: Yes. But why do you ask? 

JAFFREY: I came to see how Cousin 
Clifford is doing. I could not rest 
without calling to ask once more, 
while you are alone, if you and 
Clifford won’t come to live with me. 

Hepzipau (Agitated): No, Cousin Jaf- 
frey. I devote myself to Clifford. 


Take 


I am glad he 


customer. 





He is getting everything he needs. 

JAFREY: You keep Clifford too se- 
cluded. He should see his old friends 
and kindred. 

EPZIBAH: Not today, Jaffrey. He has 
gone to bed. 

JAFFREY: He isn’t ill, is he? I must see 
him at once. What if he should die? 

HEPzIBAH: Don’t be silly, Jaffrey. The 
only way he could die would be to 
have the same man persecute him 
to death, the way he tried to do 
thirty years ago. 

AFFREY (Fawning): How can you 
talk like that, Hepzibah? I died 
twice over when Clifford went to 
prison. And I would do anything in 
the world to help him now. 

Hepzipau: Stop pretending, Jaffrey. 
You hate him. 

JAFFREY: Have you never wondered, 
Hepzibah, why Clifford stayed in 
prison for only thirty years, when 
he was sentenced for life? I was the 
one who set him free. 

Hepzipan: I don’t believe it. 

JAFFREY: But I did. I proved that 
Clifford’s mind was wandering. Lis- 
ten carefully, Thirty 
years ago, when our uncle was found 
dead, his estate fell short of any 

I think 

of the estate is hidden and 
Clifford knows where it is. 

HepziBau: Impossible. 

JAFFREY: Clifford told me so himself. 
Before our uncle died, he used to 

- to 


Hepzibah. 


estimate ever made of it. 
most 


boast about a secret spring 
taunt me. 

Hepzipan: The spring Clifford keeps 

I think I begin to 


see your plot, Jaffrey. 


babbling about. 
You helped 
indict Clifford, so you could inherit 


JAFFREY: 


93 


our uncle’s estate, instead of Clif- 
ford. But now that danger is past, 
you intend to find out where the 
rest of our uncle’s money is hidden. 

JAFFREY: Yes, Hepzibah. And now 
hear the rest of the plot. If you 
don’t fetch Clifford in here right 
away so I can talk to him, I will 
have him put in an insane asylum. 
For life. 

Hepzipan: You wouldn’t! 

Wouldn’t I? (Takes letter 
out of pocket) Here are the papers. 
All I have to do is sign them. 

Hepzrpau: I — | 
for me, Jaffrey. I will go upstairs 
and get Clifford. (Hxits right) 

JAFFREY: I have to hurry. If Clifford 
should die, before I can wrench his 


- You are too much 


secret out of him, everything will be 
ruined. (Sees picture and pulls wing- 
back around so he can sit and look at 
it) But I think, old fellow, I have 
Clifford this time. Which is just the 
way you used to do things, isn’t it? 
(As JAFFREY sits in the wing-back 
with his back to the audience, Hep- 
ZIBAH enters right.) 

HepzrpaH: Cousin Jaffrey, you must 
help me! Clifford is not in his room. 
(Addressing chair) Jaffrey, why don’t 
you answer me? I can’t find Clifford 
anywhere. (CLIFFORD enters right, 
wearing his hat and coat.) 

CiiFrFoRD: Come, Hepzibah, let us be 
gay and take a trip on the train like 
our little Phoebe. 

Hepzrpan: Shh! The judge has fallen 
asleep. And if he wakens and hears 
you talk like that, he’ll tell every- 


body you're crazy. 


CLIFFORD (Walking around to examine 
JAFFREY): Look at him, Hepzibah. 





Hepzisau (Shrieks as she looks): He — 
he — We can’t stay here, Clifford. 
What will we do? 

CuirrorD: Let us be gay and take a 
trip on the train. 

Hepzipau: Perhaps you're right. Let’s 
hurry out this way before anyone 
comes. (Both exit left. Then PHOEBE 
enters, right, with HOLGRAVE.) 


PHOEBE: I’m glad you had your fore- 
boding and made me come back, 
Matthew. Something is wrong. I 
don’t see Hepzibah or Clifford any- 
where. 

HOuLGRAVE (Searching the room and 
finding Jarrrey in the chair): Don’t 
come near here, Phoebe. Judge 
Pyncheon is in this chair, with 
blood all over his mouth. He — 
he’s dead. 

PHOEBE: Oh, Matthew, what shall we 
do? 

HouaGrave: First we must locate Hep- 
zibah and Clifford. If people find 
the Judge, and your cousins are not 
here, it will look as though they are 
guilty. 

PHOEBE: But they are innocent. 

HouGrave: Of course. Because Judge 
Pyncheon died of a disease that runs 
through his family. It strikes when 
the person is old and becomes angry, 
or agitated. And it chokes him to 
death by flooding his mouth with 
blood, so that it looks as though he 
-has been stabbed in the throat. Old 
Matthew Maule probably knew 
about this disease in old Colonel 
Pyncheon when he laid his curse 
upon this house. 

PHorBE: Then you think Clifford — 


HouGrRAVvE: Exactly. This is the way 


Clifford’s uncle came to his violen 
death. Clifford did not kill him. | 

PHOEBE: We must find Clifford a, 
once. ‘ 

HouGRAVE (Suddenly taking her hands). 
Phoebe, I know this is not the time 
to speak. But I — we are so seldom 
alone. I love you, Phoebe. Will you 
marry me? 

PHOEBE: A simple country girl like me? 

HouGRAVE: Can you not love me a 
little? 

PHOEBE (Going into his arms): With 
all my heart, dear Matthew. (Sound 
of knocking off right) Listen. Some- 
body is at the door. 

HoLGRAVE: We must go and open it, 
Phoebe. (CLIFFORD and HeEpzIBAH 
enter.) Thank goodness, you’re back. 

CLIFFORD: We didn’t go on the train. 

Hepzipau: We decided to come home. 
(Starting to sob) Oh, Phoebe, Mr. 
Holgrave. What are we going to do? 

HouGrave: Do? We're going to do 
what should have been done thirty 
years ago. We’re going to the police 
and prove that three Pyncheons died 

And then 
we’re going to come back and hunt 
around for a fortune that ought to 
belong to Hepzibah and Clifford. 
And you, too, Phoebe. 

Hepzipau (Startled): How in the world 
did you know about that fortune, 
Mr. Holgrave? 

Houia@rave: Why would I come to this 
gloomy old house to rent rooms, in- 
stead of going down the street? If 
you'll come over here, I’ll show you 
a secret. (Goes to picture) 

CuiFForD: Spring. Spring. I am be- 
ginning to remember — (HOLGRAVE 
seems to touch a button under the 


of an inberited disease. 





picture. He pulls the picture away 
from the wall, revealing the niche. 
He pulls out a tattered piece of parch- 
ment. ) 

{oLGRAVE: This secret niche in the 
wall has held this piece of parch- 
ment since the days of old Colonel 


Pyncheon. See. It is an ancient 


deed, signed with the hieroglyphics 
of several Indian sagamores, con- 


veying to the Colonel and his heirs, 
forever, a vast extent of territory to 
the eastward. 

-*HOEBE: How did you learn all this, 
Matthew? I must know. 

IHOLGRAVE: My dearest Phoebe, how 
will you like to assume the name of 
Mrs. Matthew Maule instead of Mrs. 
Matthew Holgrave? For this secret 
is the only inheritance that has come 
down to me from my ancestor, old 
Matthew Maule. But now that all 
is made known, the curse of the 
Pyncheons will vanish forever. (So- 
PHIA calls from off-stage left.) 
opHIA: Una! Una Hawthorne! 
where did that child go? 


Now 


JNA: Here I am, Mamma. 

IHepziBAH: Come. We must be gone. 
(The four exit right. Then JAFFREY 
PYNCHEON rises out of the wing- 
back and follows them as the spotlight 
fades and the lights come up again. 
Una enters with Soputa, and sees her 
father.) 

Ina (Eagerly): 
here’s Daddy. 


Mamma, Mamma, 

SOPHIA: Nathaniel, you’re home early 
from work. And you look awful. 
Whatever is wrong? 

NATHANIEL: I[—I can’t bear to tell 

you, Sophia. 


Soputa: You know we have no secrets 
from each other. 

NATHANIEL: Charles Upham has prob- 
ably told the whole town by now 
anyway. I’ve just lost my job at the 
Custom House. 

Sopata: But how can that be? You’ve 
been doing so well. 


NATHANIEL: I haven’t heard the whole 
story yet. But part of it is that 
Charles Upham thought if he got me 
fired, his son-in-law, Jed Phillips, 
might get my job as Surveyor of 
Revenue. 

Sopx1a: But how could they do that? 


NATHANIEL: For one thing, I found out 
Jed and Upham have been telling my 
boss, the Inspector, that I am much 
more interested in writing stories 
than doing my work on the customs. 
And that I spend a lot of my time 
hunting through the old documents 
for plots. Of course that’s true. 


Sopuia (Indignantly): But you do that 
only during lunch time and after 
hours. 

NATHANIEL: So I told the Inspector. 
But last night when Upham was 
here at the house, I showed him that 
piece of parchment about Matthew 
Maule being condemned as a witch. 
That did it. Upham went right to 
the Inspector’s house after he left 
here, and the Inspector was waiting 
for me at the office this morning. He 
said I had no right to take home 
Custom House documents without 
his permission. 

Sopa: A little old piece of parchment 
nobody even knew about before you 
unearthed it from an old barrel in 
the attic. 





NATHANIEL: But what can I do? 

Sopuia: I — I know it’s a terrible blow 
losing your job, Nathaniel. But I 
think it’s a good thing. 

NATHANIEL: How can you say that, 
Sophia? That job was our bread and 
butter; our fuel and rent. How are 
we going to live? 

Sopuia: By your pen, Nathaniel. Now 
you can go ahead and write your 
books. 

NATHANIEL: But we have already 
found out we can’t live by my pen 
alone. And now we have Una and 
little Julian. 

Sopuia (Taking his hand): Come here 

Nathaniel. I want to 
show you something. (Takes down 
picture and lifts package out of the 
niche behind it) Open this and look 
inside. 

NATHANIEL (Opens it): Why, it’s full 
of money, Sophia. Where did it 


a moment, 


come from? 
Sopu1a (Opening up the purse she is 


carrying): The same place this cam‘ 
from. 

Una: It’s lots and lots of mone 
Papa. 

Sopuia: Saved out of the grocery fund 

NATHANIEL (Counting): Five, ten, five 
ten, — there must be three hundrec 
dollars here! 

Una: Mamma’s been selling hand 
painted screens and lamp shades 
too, Daddy. To Lydia Chase. Only 
she told me not to tell. 

NATHANIEL: Sophia, darling! 


SopHia: Now you can sit all day anc 
half the night and write your stories 
Nathaniel. Especially the one abou 
the curse on the evil Pyncheons. 

NATHANIEL: Who are all going to be 
patterned after Charles Upham. 


Soputa: Yes, darling. And something 
tells me The House of the Seven 
Gables is going to be one of your 
greatest books. (The curtain falls.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue CurRSE OF THE PYNCHEONS 


Characters: 7 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: All characters wear costumes ap- 
yropriate to the times. Hepzibah wears a 
oor black dress. Judge Pyncheon is 
elegantly dressed. Clifford is white-haired. 
He carries a cane. In Scene 2, he first 
enters wearing a faded dressing robe; later, 
he re-enters in his hat and coat. Phoebe 
wears a gay dress; in Scene 2, she has on a 
bonnet and coat. 

Properties: Scene 1: Package for Sophia; 
yarchment for Nathaniel; box of biscuits 
for Hepzibah; bandbox for Phoebe. Scene 2: 
Lamp shades and hand-screens for Sophia; 
doll for Una; rose, bandbox for Phoebe; 
cane for Clifford; book; letter for Judge 
Pyncheon; parchment for Holgrave; pack- 
age and purse with money for Sophia. 


Setting: The parlor-study of Nathaniel Haw- 
thorne’s house. The room has a fireplace 
with a clock on the mantel. The furniture 
is Victorian — worn, but comfortable. A 
big old wing-back chair is at center. 
Nathaniel’s desk, cluttered with papers, an 
ink-stand and quill pens, is at left. At right 
is a battered counter. There are several 
bookcases in the room, crowded with books. 
Toys —a hobby horse, a doll in a wicker 
carriage, etc. —are placed around the 
room. In Scene 1, a portrait of Hawthorne 
hangs on the upstage wall. In Scene 2, this 
portrait has been replaced by a painting of 
a grim Puritan, and the shop counter has 
been removed. 


Lighting: Lights go down and spotlights come 
on, as indicated. 





% PLAYS FOR SPECIAL DAYS *® 


; 
0 


; 


In addition 
subscribers ma\ 


1isv 


Junior and Senior High 


M 
I 


‘ 
\ 


8) 


Junior and Senior High 


Junior and Senior High 


Br 
SPRING Fr 
lt 
HEARTS A 


r 


NNIES 


E Cast 


MORR 


in March 


pla for holidays and sper ial oce 
obtain plays from previous issues 


\ is 


- “asi 


Red Cross Campaign 


Middle Grades 


B 
Boy 


Dir 


Wc 


Tue 


iv 


t 


ENNY MANOR E 


March 17th — St. Patrick's Day 


Middle Grades 
I 


ge Prize SHAMROCK 


Last SNAKE IN IR} N 


Wer 


ue 
Tne WisHIne 
W 


4 


rue THresr SH 


Easter and Spring 


Middle Grades 
eR Eaao Maa 


rer Hat 


AsT 
rHER's Ea 
Xf 


I 
I 
I 
I 


Mi 
i 
I 


HER I 
Mac 
ge Bas 


R 


Lower Grades 

‘oop M 
\ Bask 
EasTerR Remi 
Tue Lazy I 
Miss Rosin 


Pien 


R* 


I 4 
t r A 


~ 


BUNNY 





Any of the 
issue, MAY 
may be pur 

When ordering 
wise regular price 
gest that payme! 


PLAYS, I 


} 
i 


be 


} 


NnASeE ( 


f 5O« 


+ 





ompany 


I in the current 
f individua 


nonsubse 


past iss ose 
rovalty-free 


urrent 


I gazine, 
| pl iVs 


ripbers 


subs ) ibers 


Other- 
we sug- 


is listed 
Keeping, 


' ? » 
intitles 


please giv 


cop 


D 
pach 


per 
u 


NC. e 8 ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS. 














Book Collections of 





Royaliy-Free Plays for Young People 


STANDARD CLOTHBOUND EDITIONS 


Junior and Senior High 


Four-Star Rapio Piays ror TEEN-AGERS”*) 


Burack (1959 publication) 


MELODRAMAS AND Farcges FoR YOUNG 

Actors** 

Dias $4.50 

PLays For Great OccasIONs*” 

DuBois $4.00 
Rapio PLays ror YOUNG PEoPLE** 


Hackett $4.00 


Moprern CoMEDIES FOR YOUNG PLAYERS ** 
Hark and McQueen $4.50 


TEEN-AGE Piays ror ALL Occasions** 
Hark and McQueen $5.00 


Twenty-Five Piays ror Houipays** 
Hark and McQueen 


Bivue-RiBBoNn PLays ror GRADUATION® 
Kamerman $3.75 


Pitays ror TEeEen-AGErs** 
$4.50 


HoLmpaY 
Miller 


On StTaGE For TEEN-AGERS** 
Miller 


Prize PLays ror TEEN-AGERS** 


Miller $5.00 


CoMEDIES AND Farces FOR TEEN-AGERS* 
Murray (1959 publication) $4.95 


Mystery P.Lays ror YOUNG PEOPLE” 
Murray $4.50 


Rapio PLays FROM SHAKESPEARE ** 


Olfson $4.00 


Rapro PLays or Famous Srories** 


Olfson $4.00 


One-Act Puiays ror Aut-Girt Casts** 
Paradis $3.50 


CAREER PLays FoR YOUNG PEOPLE** 


Richmond $4.00 





Middle and Lower Grades 


100 PLays FOR CHILDREN ** 
Burack $5.95 


Turrty Plays ror CLAssroom READING*® 
Durrell and Crossley (Text edition) $3.00 
(Trade edition) $3.75 


HEALTH AND SAFETY PLays AND 
PROGRAMS** 
Fisher 


$4.00 


Hotmay PRoGRAMS Boys AND 
GIRLs** 


Fisher 


FOR 


$4.00 

Junior Pitays ror ALL Occasions** 
Hark and McQueen 

CHILDREN’S 


STORIES* 
Kamerman (1959 publication) 


$5.00 


Piays From’ Favorite 


$5.95 


Litr_e Puays For LitrLe PLayers** 
Kamerman $4.00 


Gotp Mepat Puays ror Houipays** 
Miller $5.00 
PLays For LIVING AND LEARNING” 


Miller $4.00 


Houipay Pays ror LitrLe PLayers** 
$ 


4.00 


Newman 

RouND-THE- YEAR PLAYS FOR CHILDREN* 

Very $3.75 
All Grades 


CuristTMaAs PLAys FoR YOUNG 
Burack 


Actors** 
$4.00 


Four-Star Puiays ror Boys** 
Burack $3.75 

Patriotic PLays AND PROGRAMS**® 
Fisher and Rabe 


$4.50 


Unitep Nations PLays AND ProGRamMs** 
Fisher and Rabe $4.00 


SpeciaL Piays For SpEciAL Days** 


Hark and McQueen $4.00 


SHort Piays ror Aut-Boy Casts** 
Howard $3.50 

Biue-Rrsson Puiays ror GIRLs* 
Kamerman 

A Treasury or Curistmas Puiays** 


Kamerman $5.00 


*Listed in the Booklist of the A.L.A 
W Wilson Standard Catalog Cards Available 


\ PLAYS, INC., Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass.7 











